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Expendable Assets 2: Blackbird 


by DragonstoneH 


A dire threat to world peace, a looming war, a ruthless dictator. Mina Ashido and Hitoshi 
Shinsou must stand together against evil, and maybe find love along the way. Sequel to 
"Expendable Assets, a yandere in the secret service". 


Notes 


So here’s that sequel I was talking about before! New enemies, new friends, new 
protagonists, same world to save! 


Nightclub claustrophobia 


A projector showed an American football game be replaced by a man in black, avian armour. “I 
am Ndege Mweusi, the Blackbird, Lord of War, God-King of the Mbele Valley, Emperor of Africa 
by birthright and conquest. My Kingdom has cast aside the demons, the devils, these “Quirked”’. If 
you are still human, join us. Return to the cradle, from Africa mankind will rise again! We will 
exterminate the Quirks and reclaim our world!” 


A few seconds after the short speech was over, the image again showed football, with one of the 
teams an impressive three points ahead now. Then again Shinsou didn’t much care about football, 
he was much more interested in the rest of the briefing. 


“That, gentlemen, was a declaration of war. A message for extremist Quirkless groups all around 
the world. That broadcast was emitted yesterday at about 1 PM, some of you may have seen it on 
television or the Internet, they hacked national, international and digital channels, but not local, 
they probably didn’t have the computer necessary for that.” 


The Director of Japanese Intelligence paused as he addressed the room, a few select heroes among 
the intelligence personnel and their allied liaison officers. 


“Oh, so that is why they interrupted that meme compilation I was seeing! I had thought it was a 
prank!” said Mina Ashido, a few seats away from Shinsou. 


He did not have the slightest idea why she would have been selected for a secret espionage 
mission; Ashido was very noticeable, rather loud and a bit clumsy, and she didn’t seem like she 
was particularly clever, though she had passed every final exam with decent grades. 


In fact, Shinsou didn’t think half of the Heroes selected were exactly spy material; Inasa Yoarashi 
was boisterous and shouted every third word, the heroes from Ketsubutsu, Neko and Kitsune, 
would just chatter non-stop among themselves...but at least some did seem suited, like Awase 
from Class B. 


“Yes, it would have interrupted videos completely unrelated. The Americans here...” he pointed 
towards a female agent Shinsou had seen with Izuku a week earlier. 


“’..have had reports of smaller wars sprouting in the Pakistan-India border, all along the Middle 
East, in the mountains of China and the jungles of Brazil. It is getting real, folks. Our mission is 
getting fast tracked, we’re deploying you for operations by the end of the month, while we 
coordinate with all our allies.” 


“Nice, we can still go to Midori’s secret birthday party!” whispered Ashido in a rather loud voice, 
for someone who was supposedly whispering. 


“YES, it shall be glorious!” answered Yoarashi, in the same not-so-subtle tone. 


“Well, that is all for today, heroes, you are dismissed. Remember to keep everything discussed 
here confidential.” The Director left, and the heroes started to gather in small groups to make their 
way out. 


The Ketsubutsu graduates, the twins Neko and Kitsune, left together, Awase and Inasa were 
talking energetically about the extended montage of Izuku’s fights from his secret mission. 


Shinsou started to make his way out, eager for the speed of his motorcycle underneath him, a good 
book back in his apartment, and his chubby orange cat, Feanor, which had been a gift from his 
mentor, Aizawa, as a kitten. 


As he started to think about which book he would read (he was reading a history book, a classic 
novel and a romance novel, though he wouldn’t ever admit the last), he heard a loud female voice 


“Ashido” he said, giving her a nod. 
“It’s Friday night, Shinsou, what’s the plan?” 
“Riding my Suzuki bike above the speed limit, scratching my cat’s head and reading.” 


“But it’s Fridaaayyyyyy...don’t you wanna come to the club? The whole squad will be there!” her 
enthusiasm almost made Shinsou smile, but he really wasn’t feeling like going to a party when 
they would go to Izuku’s surprise party in less than a month. 


“It’s not really my kinda thing, sorry.” 
“Aww, come on! Denki said you had a lot of fun in the graduation party!” 


It seemed she wasn’t about to let it go...“It was very fun, yeah, but I don’t really feel like it 
today...I1’m not even dressed for dancing or anything” he said, pointing at his bike leather gear. 


“Nah, Shinsou, any clothes are good clothes for dancing, with that outfit the girls would swarm 
you in an instant!” Shinsou blushed, the compliment may have been a bit indirect, but it was very 
much unexpected. 


“You really think I look good in this?” he asked. 


“Duh! Of course, biker gear is super cool! Have you seen Kendo’s gear? It’s peak performance” 
she replied, gesticulating wildly. 


“You are not going to stop talking to me unless [ agree, is that it?” She nodded, smiling smugly. 
“Screw it, Il go for half an hour. What club is it?” he finally said with a sigh. 


He didn’t have the social energy to go, but he would soldier on for a chance to have a few less 
mentally draining conversations with Ashido every time they met. 


“The Bakemono, you know where it is?” she said, bouncing up and down in excitement. 


“T have no idea at all, but I have a GPS on the bike.” Shinsou kept walking to the parking lot, 
Ashido still beside him. 


“Is your vehicle over here too?” he asked, getting more self-conscious of how close she was 
walking to him by the second. 


“Oh no! I took the train to get here!” she said, beaming. 
“Uhhh...the station is on the other side of this government building.” 
She looked down for a second, before giving him a huge smile “TI guess it is, huh?” 


Nonchalantly, Shinsou asked “So you want me to give you a ride to the club?” A few seconds after 
he had said it, he noticed his wording, and his face blushed into a tomato. Very embarrassed, he 
turned around. 


“Damn, man, you could at least have offered to take me out for dinner first!” she teased, poking 
him in the back with her finger, giggling. 


“You...I...[ don’t...ughhh. You know what I meant.” He didn’t look back, he was still extremely 
flustered. 


“I’m just teasing you, Shinsou!” she said, now poking him on his cheek “Yeah, I want to “be a 


99°99 


passenger on your motorbike”’. 


“That wording was very concise, I should have said it like that.” Shinsou said as he finally looked 
back at her. “Let’s go then, I guess. Ill drive slowly. Aizawa insisted that I get two helmets, guess 
Ill finally use the extra one.” 


They walked up to the bike, a Suzuki Nobunaga, probably the fastest street-legal bike in Japan. He 
picked up his own helmet, sleek black with a purple stripe running down the top. From the glove 
box, he gave Ashido a metal circlet. 


“It’s one of Hatsume’s Babies, she uses them for that plane of hers. It’s clear and padded and can 
take a lot of impact while preventing whiplash.” 


Ashido examined the big metal ring more closely, looking quite amazed. “Just put it around your 
neck with that bit facing forward, press the button on the side and it‘ll do the rest” he said, placing 
it around her neck and doing the process for her, thinking that the sooner they made it to that club 
the sooner he could go home. 


The bubble helmet assembled around Ashido's head, her mouth open in awe at the gadget. Shinsou 
pressed another button and small slits opened around the nose and mouth area; the original purpose 
was to have airtight helmets, adapting it for street use was a further idea. 


“This is so cool! That Hatsume is really smart!” 

With a bit of a smirk, Shinsou replied “She is.” 

With an inquisitive look she asked, “You two are close?” 

“Yeah, with Izuku and her, they really are something, aren’t they?” 

“T kinda thought those two were a couple, all that Toga business came outta nowhere...” 


“Well, let’s go, hop on.” Shinsou put on his helmet and switched on the HUD, selecting the route 
for the GPS; his HUD would “paint” a semi-transparent line on the street in his visor, showing him 
the way in a non-distracting way. 


He turned on the bike and waited for Ashido to get on, mentally preparing as much as possible. /t’s 
not like I like her or anything...just the human contact, yeah, that! 


Ashido sat down and pressed herself against him. Even through the leather gear he could feel her 
body next to his, just think of anything else...accounting! The agricultural influence of the Roman 
empire! Uhhh...capture cloth techniques? Damn it. She hugged his waist and somehow pressed 
herself even more. Just concentrate on the road, Hitoshi. 


The bike roared underneath him, and he rode onwards, following the route on his visor. If he had 
been riding alone, he would have used his helmet speakers to play some Daft Punk, night riding 
was so atmospheric with their music. 


The speakers played at a moderate level while also heightening environment sounds where 
hazardous, so it was quite safe. But with a passenger that would have simply been impolite, and 
both helmets were connected by radio. “Hey, Shinsou, can you hear me?” 


“The helmets are connected.” Shinsou answered. 
“Cool! So, you really have never gone to the Bakemono? Everyone at UA loves it!” 


“Two things; it isn’t really safe for me to talk when driving, and I’m not much of a club person. 
Why don’t you tell me about your week instead?” 


That would probably be polite, wouldn’t it? And that way he didn’t have to risk crashing by 
thinking a response. And her voice wasn’t too annoying when she wasn’t shouting... 


In seconds she was already talking a mile a minute “So on Monday I went with Tooru and Kyoka to 
see a movie, it was this new one with the robots and the humans are super dumb and annoying, but 
this time you could actually see the giant robots fighting so it was cool!" She paused, taking a 
breath. 


"After that we also saw this romcom about two heroes who fall in love and it was so whacky and 
funny! It was really good for girls’ night! I wish Momo and Ochako and Tsuyu could have joined 
but they were fighting bad guys, I think. Or was that on Saturday? I don’t know, they were busy. 
Then Tuesday I fought some bank robbers and I had this really nice ramen...” 


She kept going and going, Shinsou kept driving. Her ramble was kind of endearing when he wasn’t 
expected to reply, he thought. 


“We're nearly there.” Even on a completely safe speed, they had reached the club quickly. Parking 
half a block away (Shinsou didn’t want anything to happen to his beloved bike), they walked the 


rest of the way. 


“’..and that is all I did today” finally finished Ashido. Shinsou couldn’t help but admire her lung 
capacity to be able to speak for so long. 


“That sounds very eventful” he replied, hoping his monotone voice didn’t sound sarcastic. 


Luckily the pink girl just smiled, asking next “I don’t mean to say that I would never go clubbing 
with an astronaut helmet but...how do I take this off?” 


Shinsou got in closer to press the activation button again, his heart almost stopping when his 
fingers touched her neck by accident as he withdrew his hand. Thankfully she didn’t say anything 
about that or tease him, so they just kept walking to the club. 


“Ill text everyone to see where they are, we should get in line” said Ashido, taking her phone from 
her pocket and starting to type a text. Shinsou got in the back of the line with her, it seemed like 
they would be out here for at least half an hour. 


“Is 11 p.m. really that popular an hour for clubs?” he asked, having to say it to Ashido’s ear 
because the music drowned most noise, even outside the club. 


“This are the early risers! It gets livelier after 1 a.m.!’” Shinsou could feel her breath on his skin as 
she spoke into his ear, making his nerves shudder. The line was very slow, but as it grew Shinsou 
started to think they had arrived at a good time. 


To Shinsou’s utter horror, with more people behind them and around them, the line started to mass 
into an amorphous crowd. The claustrophobia of the crowd would have been distressing enough, 
but he also had Ashido pressed against him again to contend with. 


“*’..Shinsou are you okay? I asked you about your favourite type of music four times and you are 
just staring into the distance...” she asked. She had been speaking? 


“I’m...I17m not good with crowds, sorry. Music? Maybe electronic, I prefer older styles.” 


Before Shinsou could further despair at the crowd, the bouncer, a man with four arms, called for 
them “You two, with the horns and the biker gear, your friends are inside and got a table, get over 
here!” 


Mina took the lead, grabbing Shinsou’s hand and skilfully weaving through the people. At the 
chain, the bouncer let them through. Inside, the club was lit by neon lights and covered in some 
sort of fog. It would have been a rather cyberpunk place, an aesthetic Shinsou loved, except for the 
fact that the music playing was some sort of Central American neo-reggaeton. 


“Oh, I love this song!” said Ashido, still holding on to his hand. Shinsou was extremely conscious 
that his hand was sweating, and he felt his heart going fast inside his chest, not unlike the 
excitement at the danger of fighting a villain. 


Ashido led him to a table to the side, where they met the rest of her “squad”; Kaminari and Jirou, 
already making out, Tooru Hagakure (wearing phosphorescent clothing and glowstick bracelets) 
and her boyfriend Ojiro, who looked about as happy in this environment as Shinsou, Kirishima and 
Bakugou, who were talking between themselves, and finally Sero and a girl he sort of placed from 
UA...from the business course? 


“Hey guys!” yelled Ashido, her voice heard above the music “We made it!” 


They went around greeting everyone before settling next to Hagakure and Ojiro. “I feel out of place 
here” said Ojiro to him, to which he could only reply “Same!” and they drank to that from the 
bottle at the table. Maybe with some alcohol he would feel more at ease with the party, he thought, 
before thinking crap, how will I drive home now? 


Was it even legal to drink at 19 in this prefecture? He should have probably asked himself that 
before that second shot of vodka... 


As the alcohol started to take effect, he felt his face relaxing into a dumb smile. For some reason he 
was holding hands with Ashido again? 


“Ashido...why are you holding my hand again?” he asked. At least his speech wasn’t slurred yet... 
he wasn’t that much of a lightweight...three shots wasn’t enough to get him drunk! 


“We are all going to the dance floor!” He hadn't expected actually dancing at the club, just hanging 
out should have been enough, shouldn’t it? 


“I’m not good at dancing, Ashido” he said, speaking before he could think twice; his thoughts were 
feeling a bit sluggish. 


“Don’t worry, nobody judges!” 
“Just don’t laugh at me” 
She poked his nose, giggling “Of course I won't, silly!” 


Together with everyone except Bakugou and Kirishima, who were holding their table, they 
shouldered their way into the dancefloor, finding a space big enough for them and starting to dance 
there. 


Ojiro and Hagakure held each other’s hands and danced together, the slow-dance style completely 
at odds with the music, but it seemed they were enjoying it. 


Sero and his friend danced like most people around the dancefloor, while Kaminari was dancing in 
ridiculous, exaggerated ways to make Jirou laugh, only interrupted for kisses. 


But Ashido...Ashido was ruling that dancefloor. Shinsou forgot trying to shuffle awkwardly along 
the music as she saw her move, he was enchanted. Fuck, that is pretty neat, maybe I do like parties. 


He noticed he hadn't moved and was staring, so he averted his gaze and started shuffling again, 
trying to imitate other partygoers to be less awkward. After a while, he checked his watch; it was 
already close to 2 a.m., and around them the club was really crowded. 


The crowd shifted around them, pushing them and separating the group into couples, so Shinsou 
found himself “dancing” close to Ashido, who was dancing. 


“See? You are not that bad!” she yelled, barely above the music; at this point Shinsou was starting 
to worry about his ears. 


“I’m just imitating the guy behind you!” he yelled in response, trying to smile an attractive smile 
instead of his “sleep depraved, despair at final exams, smile’. 


Then a guy bumped into Shinsou, pushing him aside while dancing into his personal space. The 
guy had side parted red hair and looked like a boy band member and was dressed in a white button 
up shirt and dark pants. He was an inch or two taller than Shinsou and had a smile that didn’t seem 


trustworthy for some reason. 
“Hey, you pushed me, pal” he said, pushing back a bit. 


The guy didn’t respond, he just moved in front of Shinsou and started dancing close to Ashido, 
dancing almost as good as she did. It irked Shinsou in a most illogical manner; he didn’t know why 
it affected him. 


The dude and Ashido danced closer, and then he made a grab for her chest, a sleazy look on his 
face. Ashido pushed him back, but the guy just moved back in with another attempt to grope her, 
but Shinsou was not having that. 


With a hand on the guy’s shoulder he stopped him, turning him around “Leave my friend alone, 
creep!” he yelled in the guy’s face, hoping to intimidate him into just going away and letting them 
all dance in peace. 


But the guy lashed out against him instead of leaving, throwing a punch at Shinsou. Being more 
than half drunk, Shinsou didn’t dodge in time, and the solid punch connected with his mouth, 
rocking his head around. 


A normal person would have probably been knocked out, but heroes were trained to take hits. 
Shinsou had trained with Izuku and taken much, much worse. 


A second punch was thrown, aimed again at his face, but he ducked under it, uppercutting the 
asshole guy in the chin. The dude had friends though, two that punched him out of nowhere. People 
started panicking with the fight and the bouncers were probably on their way. 


The fleeing crowd bumped into Shinsou as he tried to evade a punch, pushing him directly into it. 
With all the knocks to his head and the alcohol, he was getting extremely dizzy. 


The panicked crowd had one advantage, though, as one of them dropped a scarf, which in a second 
was wrapped around one of the assholes, letting him completely open for a capoeira kick from 
Ashido. With that guy knocked out, Shinsou focused on the third, punching him in the face as 
Ashido kicked his feet from underneath him. 


By instinct he stood closer to Ashido and grabbed her hand, he would later have no idea why. As 
the fight stopped, the crowd calmed down, staying away from them as the bouncers escorted them 
outside “That guy tried to grope my friend!” he told the bouncers as they were thrown out. 


Shinsou fumed in anger as they weren’t allowed back. He at least wanted Ashido to keep having a 
good time. “Hey Shinsou...thanks.” 


“You probably could have kicked his ass yourself, I probably only escalated it.” 


“T mean it, it was very nice of you to step in.” She looked into his eyes and it was a bit too much 
emotion to handle, so he averted his gaze. 


After a few moments, he said “I’m sorry we got kicked out.” 


She smiled brightly and said “It’s no biggie, I was getting bored anyway. Let’s go get something to 
eat!” 


In the cold night air Shinsou felt the whole effect of all the alcohol he had consumed, he felt 
himself really slow and unbalanced. “I don’t think I can drive like this A-Ashido...” he said as he 
stumbled a bit. 


“We can just call a cab, no problemo” They sat down on the curb as they waited for the car to get 
to them “So, did ya have fun?” 


“Yeah, except in the end. That guy was a goddamn asshole.” 
“Agreed!” 
“So why dance with him at all?” 


“T didn’t know he was a creep! Next time you're gonna have to dance with me so creeps don’t try 
anything!” 


Shinsou was too drunk to care so he said “Yeah, Il do that!” then, realising she was actually 
saying she wanted to dance with him, he said “Wait, what? Didn’t you see how badly I danced?” 


“Ill teach you next time!” Oh no, Im not ready to be inside a place like this in months, that was 
really exhausting. 


The car arrived shortly afterwards, and they got in the back. “Take us by this kebab stand, please!” 
asked Ashido to the driver. 


“Kebabs?” asked Shinsou. He had never tried them before, so he was a bit apprehensive. 


“They re great, youll love them!” The car stopped outside the stand, and both heroes got out and 
walked over to the vendor. “Two of the big ones, Mustafa!” she ordered with the vendor, who 
started cutting meat out of a rotating...leg? 


The cooking was mesmerizing to the dizzy Shinsou, the spices filling his nostrils. It did smell very 
tasty... 


The kebabs were rolled into some sort of wrap, it reminded Shinsou of a giant taco. He took the 
first bite tentatively and then dug in when he liked the rich taste. The kebab was a pretty filling 
meal and he felt his body settle down a bit, becoming a bit surer footed and his mind becoming a 
bit swifter. 


They finished their meal and got back in the car. “Would you like a mint, Shinsou” 


“Sure” he replied, grabbing the offered candy. Their fingers touched suddenly, waking up his mind 
completely. 


He pulled his hand back a bit too quickly, and she noticed “Everything okay?” 
He looked away, completely flustered “I’m sorry, I touched your hand...I’m really sorry...” 
“Tt’s alright, what’s the big deal?” 


“T...[ don’t know I just...[’m not good with handshakes and hugs and all that, people always 
thought I would possess them if they got close so...before UA only my family had any sort of 
physical contact with me and we aren’t really a very “huggy” family...I, just...ughhh, forget I said 
anything, please.” He turned away, looking out the window. He still had the mint in his hand. 


“Hey Shinsou, it’s okay! We're friends, right? Friends understand that kinda thing!” 
He looked at her again “I’m sorry I...I“m not good with people, Ashido. T-Thanks for saying that.” 


“Now eat that mint, silly!” she said, giggling. Shinsou complied, the atmosphere feeling a bit 


lighter again. 


“We're nearly there” said Ashido as they drove by a row of medium sized houses in a suburban 
area. 


“It’s number ten, on the left, please!” she told the driver, who parked on the curb. Shinsou got out 
before Ashido, and opened the door for her; mom had raised him that way. “Thanks!” 


He walked her up to the door, and they both stopped there. “Thanks for going to that party with me, 
I really didn’t want to be a third wheel to all those couples. And I know you weren’t really 
comfortable with all that, so thank you even more.” 


“What can I say, I did have some fun, I guess. Im happy you had a good time, Ashido.” 


Shinsou was about to just say “see you” and leave, but Ashido gave him a kiss on the cheek, saying 
“Call me Mina, alright?” He just stayed there, dumbstruck, as she opened the door and ran inside. 


Shinsou muttered as he got in the car, giving the driver his address. 


“Fuck, [ really don’t know what is going on, I need some goddamn sleep.” 


We forgot the damn bike! 


Chapter Notes 


After the party, both heroes end up having an eventful day... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Mina Ashido was not exactly a morning person; she worked best when waking up at 9.30 or 10 and 
having a nice, sugary coffee. By that point, her brother and sister were already at college and 
elementary school, respectively, and her mom was already at work. Her dad worked at home and 
was even less of a morning person, so he usually joined at eleven or later. 


Mina drank her sweet coffee as she prepared a simple meal of miso soup and a bowl of rice. She 
wasn’t hungover from the party, just a bit tired, so she didn’t need to use the bottle of blue 
Gatorade in the fridge and she saved it for later, perhaps for the surprise party for Midori a few 
days later. 


She had been really surprised about hearing the reliable, clean cut Deku had been dragged into a 
dangerous operation against the second biggest villain in the world and had a scandalous 
relationship with a former villain. She had not thought the cute, too-good-for-this-cruel-world dude 
would ever do something like that. 


And thinking of cute, she once again scolded herself for not asking Shinsou on a proper date. 


She was really surprised he had actually accepted going to a club at all, and she had seen how 
uncomfortable it had made him all night. On hindsight, she could see that trying to get him to 
dance with her by making him jealous was a ridiculously bad idea, and that creep had almost taken 
advantage of her. 


She had felt obvious and upfront in the moment, but Shinsou hadn't taken the hint. Well, she still 
had quite a bit of time to get a date with her crush before they were sent as spies to the down the 
baddest dude in the world! No need to be nervous! 


Mina wasn’t sure yet why she had been selected by the mission, recommended by Principal Nezu 
and Aizawa-sensei for some reason she hadn't been told yet. Maybe she could use her Quirk to melt 
locks and stuff? 


Was she expected to just be support or to be an actual spy? She played around a bit on her games 
console, winning a couple of matches on her favourite FPS game, checked her social media and 
public hero accounts, and just killed a bit of time till 12 0 clock. 


As always, she was amazed at the amount of ads Mei Hatsume had acquired online, she advertised 
her products for heroes all over social media. Her newest ad showed Deku’s armour in action with 
action shots from his fights against Pestilentia’s guys; it was part action figure ad part serious 
business. 


When the ad ended her video started, a makeup tutorial by Mt Lady. Halfway through she was 
bored and checking on her friends’ profiles, looking at memes and a dozen other posts. 


It was finally 12, so she walked out to catch the train to the hero agency she was working at, 
Ryukyu’s. 


As a hero on a government assignment she didn’t have to report to patrols or do any paperwork, but 
she could use the gym there and chat with Tooru, who also worked there. The Dragon hero had 
been quite happy to recruit more UA girls after Nejire Hadou had started a team with the other two 
of the Big 3, and Ochako and Tsuyu had joined Midori’s team. 


After catching up with Tooru and learning that everyone had gone home not long after them, both 
girls walked into the gym, meeting the rabbit hero, Miruko, who was doing some classes on 
different kick-based fighting styles for the sidekicks and interns, as a favour for Ryukyu. 


“Pinky, Invisible Girl, good to see ya both! I hope your legs are already healed from last class, 
cause I'm not giving you any mercy!” Miruko had the same scary eyes as Bakugou sometimes! 


“Sorry Miruko-san, but I changed my hero name legally to Alien Queen last year!” said Mina, 
raising her hand mightily! 


“T thought all this time it was a nickname, so it stays!” 


What followed was three hours of taekwondo, capoeira, kick boxing and even a bit of Muay Thai. 
By the end of it, Mina could barely jump an inch off the ground, and Tooru was sweating so much 
her outline was visible against the wall she was slumped at, trying to regain her breath. 


The Invisible Girl had been extremely insistent of becoming more proficient in martial arts, as she 
fought practically Quirkless and her Quirk would only conceal her body and her new suit, made 
with her hair fibres. 


She still had to wear shoes as the support department of Ryukyu’s agency hadn't figured out how to 
make resistant soles while weaving the fibres enough that the Quirk extended to them. 


“Well, I see half of you lot are already on the floor, so give me fifty sit ups and you can go 
shower.” Miruko said with a huge grin. With a collective groan, the group of fifteen young 
heroines started the last exercise. 


After showering, Tooru asked her for more details about going home with Shinsou. Mina told her 
best friend everything, how she felt at every turn, how she thought he was feeling, what was on the 
radio, how good the kebabs were... 


“T think you should talk to him on a different environment then. Midoriya’s party will be much 
calmer, I think, so just take him aside and ask him out!” said Tooru after she had told her (very 
long) tale. 


“Anyway, how go the preparations for the party? Do we have to buy anything?” asked Mina. 
“T think Yaomomo has it all covered, it's in her family’s warehouse after all.” 


“Even Bakugou seems really excited, and you know how he likes to outwardly pretend he doesn’t 
like Midori at all. He just says “it will be good to see everyone again, not just that stupid nerd” 
said Mina, doing her best Bakugou impression. 


“T agree, it’s only been a couple of months but I already feel everything changed so much.” 


After that, she chose to accompany Hagakure and a couple of interns on a short patrol, meant to get 
the newbies acquainted with the area they protected. 


With all the heroes available, Japan made a net of hero agencies that could quickly catch weaker 
villains, investigate in concert for stronger ones and organizations and finally unite against the 
biggest threats. 


The patrol took them on a spiral around their headquarters, starting on the outside and sweeping 
inwards, looking for any signs of villain activity, any sort of violence or crime. 


Starting two miles away from the agency, Mina and Tooru took two novice hero girls and showed 
them the ropes of urban reconnaissance, patrolling and everything they would need to know as 
future pro heroes. 


Around half of the patrol, Mina started to really get to know the two interns; the curly haired 
Ramen Girl, who could shoot very warm water that tasted of chicken broth from her fingers, and 
Skate, a tomboyish girl from the US called Tonya Hawke, whose Quirk allowed her to visualize 
places to do tricks with her skateboard on any street. 


“So, you re from Xavier's in the States and you are from Ketsubutsu? That's so cool! Me and Tooru 
both went to UA” she told them. 


Soon the interns had warmed up to her as much as they had for Tooru, who they had known a few 
days more. 


Ramen Girl wanted to be a cooking hero, helping in natural disasters to feed the victims, she was 
training her Quirk with Ryukyu to change the temperature of the water she could shoot and to 
improve the taste. 


Skate was on a student exchange for the upcoming semester but had arrived early, to better her 
Japanese and get to know the area, and she had applied to the internship as temporary work. Next 
semester she would join Shiketsu High. 


“Are you all gossipy like Miss Hagakure, Miss Alien Queen?” asked the slightly shy Ramen Girl. 
“Just as much! What do you guys wanna talk about? Any cute boys in your schools?” 
Skate huffed and replied, “In Xavier’s theyre all immature and dumb, so nah.” 


Ramen Girl twiddled with her thumbs and said, “I had a super huge crush on the Deku but now he 
has a girlfriend, that villain spy chick.” 


Mina wrapped an arm around her and took a deep breath “Hey, there’s a whole world of guys out 
there, Ramen Girl! There’s a lot of fish in the sea!” 


The metaphor was a bit old-fashioned, but it was the perfect hook “Fish in the sea? What do you 
mean?” 


Mina started singing aloud, with Tooru joining with her slightly huskier voice, giving the sea 
shanty a bit of contrast “Come all you young sailor girls listen to me, Ill sing you a song of the 
fish in the sea...And it’s windy weather, gals, stormy weather gals, when the wind blows, we're all 
together gals! Blow ye winds westerly, blow ye winds, blow! Jolly sou’westerly, gals, steady she 
goes!” 


They sang the entire shanty at the dumbfounded interns; it was an inside joke between them to sing 
the old sailor’s song whenever they had the chance to say “fish in the sea” as the punchline. 


“Well that was...something” said Skate, shrugging and scratching her short brown hair “But how 


about you then, Queen? Invisible Gal’s got her Tailman, you got a young pro for yourself?” 


Mina blushed a little, her pink skin turning a bit darker around her cheeks “I’ve got an eye on one, 
we re even working on a case so I see him a lot. He’s a bit of a tsundere though.” 


With a glint in her eye, the skater hero asked her “Oh? Give us a name, big sis!” 
“You guys know the hero Mindtrick?” 


Skate shrugged again but Ramen Girl’s eyes lit up in recognition “Oh, it’s that guy with the purple 
hair! That fights like Eraserhead! I don’t think I’ve seen a good, non-blurry picture of him...” 


“Shinsou is kinda shy, he doesn’t really want the fame, just to do what’s right!” 
Crossing her arms, Skate said “Nah, he’s gotta be ugly if there’s no pics!” 


“Oh alright! Here!” she showed them a selfie she had taken the day before with Shinsou on the 
background, talking with Ojiro; if Mina could have read lips on a single frame, she would have 
guessed he was saying “I don’t really like this type of thing”. 


“He looks really tired, but kinda cute” admitted Skate, fiddling with her board’s wheels. 


“But look how cute my Mashi looks with that new haircut!” squealed Tooru, jamming her gloved 
finger against the screen. 


“Well, I think that even if he looks tired, he is handsome.” 


“Oh fuck, it’s 3 p.m. already.” Shinsou got out of bed, looking quickly at the mirror; he looked as 
bad as he felt. 


He looked even paler than usual, the dark circles under his eyes looked almost like he had been 
punched...there were some small bruises where he had actually been punched. 


He was extremely dehydrated, and he still felt tired. 


“This is why I don’t party, god damnit.” He drank some sugary energy drink he found in the 
fridge; he had forgotten to stock up on something with a bit more electrolytes. 


The fizzy drink alleviated his discomfort slightly, but he was sure it would send the precarious 
balance of his sleep cycle even more to hell. Maybe Mei still had that “nap-pod” around, that could 
help. 


He checked the fridge for some food, but there was nothing prepared, and he was starting to feel a 
migraine coming. Just a side effect of any brain Quirk, said the doctor. 


With a headache that strong he wouldn’t really be safe lighting the stove or moving around boiling 
water, so he just called for a pizza, the dispatcher barely understanding his voice; his throat was 
quite swollen from having to yell all the time the night before. 


Chugging a water bottle as well as the energy drink, Shinsou took some extra-strong pills for his 
migraine; with some luck they might put him to sleep and he would be unconscious through it all. 


After that he slumped on the couch, grabbing his noise-cancelling headphones to ease a bit the 
headache, but he discovered his ears rang from the volume of last night’s music. White noise made 
it rather more bearable, though, and he waited for the pizza, the yen needed stuffed in his pocket. 


Feanor the Cat nudged him awake just moments before the doorbell rang, so Shinsou was able to 
compose himself a minute before he had to receive the delivery guy. 


From behind his apartment’s door he could hear some sort of jingle coming from a cell phone’s 
speakers. He opened up to find his pizza boy was dressed in a hero’s spandex, patterned in red and 
blue with grey spiderwebs and large white eyes in his mask. 


Shinsou was too out of it to really notice the spider-themed delivery, and just took the box from the 
friendly neighbourhood deliveryman, who was saying “Pizza Time!” with delight. 


Shinsou handed over the yen and gave the pizzaboy a “Thanks” that may have sounded like a low 
groan. Immediately after closing the door, he slumped to the floor and started eating from the box. 


The pizza was hot and savoury in his mouth, and he felt his stomach get full and happy. After 
eating about half the large pizza, he closed the box and placed it on the kitchen counter. For later. 
That had been almost miraculous, the food combined with the headache pills; he almost felt alright. 


Almost, as he still had lingering pain behind the eyes, and he was feeling quite drowsy. 


Shinsou slumped again on the couch; with a bit of luck he would fill better and wake up before 
sunset, do a short patrol, and get the damn groceries. 


He awoke at around 6 p.m., feeling well enough to fight a few thugs. He took a comb through his 
hair, giving it a more controlled appearance, washed his teeth and mouth, and dressed in his hero 
outfit. 


Inspired on his mentor’s, Shinsou had chosen a discrete, functional design; a dark grey jumpsuit, 
motorcycle boots, knee and elbow pads, a belt and suspenders for the few gadgets he used, his 
voice changer and finally his capture weapon. 


As an accessory and for a bit of colour, he wore a dark blue bandana (the Japanese style, which 
only covered his forehead, he didn’t want to look like a wrestler with a handlebar moustache, after 
all). 


A collapsible bo staff on his gear, his capture weapon ready, his boots well tied, Shinsou left his 
apartment, trotting down the stairs with energy. In his mind, he was excited to go out there and 
contribute to the cause of justice; even when officially on leave by government order, he was a 
solo hero, so he had to keep his brand on the minds of the people. 


He didn’t do it for the fame; he would have chosen a different outfit if that had been the place; he 
did it so the locals, his people, would know he was there, and he would fight for them. 


Exiting the building, he found his parking spot empty. His bike wasn’t there... 
“Oh come on! I left it on that stupid party? Ughhh.” 


He took out his phone and looked for Ashido's contact info, they were on the same “UA Heroes!” 
group on the messaging app, so he just sent her a text “Hey, it’s Shinsou, you know what happened 
to my bike?” 


After sending, he started walking, he didn’t expect her to answer quickly, she was probably busy 


herself. 


Two minutes later he felt his phone vibrate “Heyyyy!!! No, did something cool happen???” and a 
series of emojis with their tongue out. 


With a sigh he answered “No. I don’t know what happened to it after we left. Nobody told you 
anything about it?” 


She quickly replied “Nope! Wanna go check the club and see if it is still there?” again, with a lot 
of emojis, this time most of them winking. 


“Sure.” 


Thus, Shinsou got on a train towards that club, which he really didn’t want to visit again. 
Admittedly he had sort of enjoyed his time there, but it wasn’t his kind of place. 


A few quick stops and he was quite close enough, half a mile or so. The train doors opened and 
there was Ashido waiting for him in her hero costume, waving energetically. 


“Heya! How’s it going, Shinsou?” she asked, all smiles. 


“Apart from a huge migraine earlier and that I have no idea if my bike is there, pretty good. You?” 


She grinned, showing her teeth “Super great! We just stopped a robbery ten minutes ago!” 
Shinsou arched his eyebrow “So you stopped a crime on the way?” 
“Yep!” 


Shinsou was quite impressed with that. “Nicely done!” he said, his tone of voice trying not to be 
sarcastic. 


“So, the grand quest for your bike?” she said, dramatically emoting with her arms. 

“You re sounding like Tokoyami like that, it doesn’t suit you, Ashido. But yeah, let’s go.” 
He started walking, she caught up and said “Oh come on! I can be gloomy too!” 

“Not in a million years, Ashido.” 


With a smug smile she nudged him with her elbow, saying “Is that your way of saying I brighten 
up your day?” 


Shinsou didn’t miss a beat and replied “Id say it’s more like someone shining a flashlight in my 
eyes when I’m trying to sleep, you can be very annoying.” She laughed, Shinsou smiled a tiny bit. 


He almost didn’t notice when they got to the spot they had parked the day before. Shinsou almost 
thanked every deity he had ever heard of when he saw the bike still there. 


He ran to check it hadn't been scratched or anything, and when he was satisfied, he gave the 
motorcycle a little pat. 


“Tt was there! Awesome!” It seemed like she was running to hug him or something, but she stopped 


a meter away, and for that Shinsou was very grateful. 

“So now what do we do?” said Ashido. 

“T thought it would probably take more time, I don’t really know.” Shinsou replied. 
“You were gonna patrol, right? How about I join you?” 


“Why not, I already asked you to come for the bike.” They got on the bike and rode to Shinsou’s 
“turf’, the area around his apartment. 


They drove slowly for about an hour, Ashido telling him about her day. While a part of Shinsou 
considered it very annoying and a bit distracting, another part of him thought he could get used to 
hearing that kind of thing. 


“This part is better if we walk, Ill park over there and we’ll check the market.” They left the bike 
and continued on foot, but now he was expected to answer to the goddamn small talk. He didn’t 
like small talk, he liked weird, in depth, conversations about interesting stuff, not the weather or 
gossip. 


“So Shinsou, this is your area? Are there any other heroes?” 


“Eh, my neighbour patrols on daytime, he’s a morning person. He’s an old hero called Baby 
Boomer, he travels around on a chopper blasting old rock music. I have no idea what his Quirk is, 
but he cooks great hamburgers on his grill.” 


“That sounds pretty cool! Is he your friend?” 
“Not really, our shifts don’t overlap too much, I’ve just talked a bit a time or two.” 
With a curious smile, she asked “Any other heroes? This area is like three miles wide...” 


“It’s really quiet here, it is not that necessary. Sometimes a detective also patrols, he used to be a 
hero before, called Blade Runner. A reference to an absolute classic. He’s a good guy, I think I’ve 
only exchanged five words with him, so I consider him great company.” 


“Hey, is that a way of saying I talk too much?” Looking at her with a smirk, he answered 
“Perhaps.” 


She pouted in a rather cute way and said “You are so mean! I’m here doing a great effort and you 
say I talk too much!” 


“Sounds like it to me, yeah.” 


They were interrupted by a vendor from one of the market stalls, an elderly man with the face of a 
Persian cat, the long whiskers making a sort of human beard. 


“Young man! Good to see you tonight, and this time you brought a friend!” 
“Good to see you, Mr. Hirose, all quiet?” he answered, shaking the old man’s hand. 
“There’s a few young punks loitering by the fountain but otherwise all calm, young Shinsou.” 


“Ill talk to them. This is Alien Queen, she was my classmate” he pointed at Ashido, who said 
“Hello! Nice to meet you!” 


They walked over to the fountain, enjoying the peaceful market while they got there. The fountain 
was very, very old, dating to the times of first contact between the Dutch and the Japanese, built in 
Dutch style for a local patron. There they found three middle schoolers, trying to act tough in their 
heavily altered school uniforms. 


They had a set of speakers and were blasting what probably was their interpretation of “hardcore” 
music. 


“Boys, how many times do I have to tell you the vendors don’t like your music?” he said, his voice 
calm. 


The ringleader stepped forward, puffing his chest and making his voice deeper “We're not scared 
of you anymore, Mindtrick! And we don’t care that you brought your girlfriend, we are not 
intimidated!” 


“Two things, Jin. One, she isn’t my girlfriend. And two, I told you many times that my Quirk was 
brainwashing. Turn the music off.” His eyes glowed a bit as the kid moved to press the off button. 


“That isn’t fair!” said another lad “You Te bullying us.” 


“Tt is the fifth time this happens, Sho. I think it is you kids who are bullying the elderly vendors. 
Please take your speakers to the park or something, alright? You are good kids, you just need to 
follow the market’s rules, got it? It would be very embarrassing to do this again, so next time I will 
confiscate that speaker and I will have a long talk with your parents. I know who they are!” 


The kids scattered, looking again like the thirteen-year olds they really were. “So, hero work is 
threatening to tell mommy around these parts?” 


“Tt is this quiet around here cause I catch the scum quick enough. Last week I took in a drug dealer 
who had been creeping around those kids' middle school, he had a backpack full of “sample size” 
doses of a ton of drugs. Nasty stuff too, he had coke and heroin.” 


For a second Ashido looked very concerned, but she chose to change subjects “And did you really 
have to say I wasn’t your girlfriend? Is it cause you are dating someone else?” 


Shinsou didn’t know how to react to that very direct question, so he sat down on a bench near the 
fountain before answering “Im...what?” 


“Oh, this is so exciting! Tell me her name! Is it Hatsume? I thought she liked Deku, but now he has 
a girlfriend, so maybe you took the chance and you are close with her and...” 


He interrupted the excited Ashido “I’m not dating Hatsume, I’m not dating anyone. I don’t even 
get how other heroes have the time, I can barely keep up with all this stuff and training, let alone 
have the time for dates.” For some reason Ashido smiled briefly when he said he wasn’t dating 
anyone. 


“Anyway, we should check the rest of the market, there could be villains or something!” he said, 
really not wanting to talk about dating with Ashido. 


There was no villain activity, and the patrol was peaceful to the end. “So that was your patrol?” 
“Yeah, that and the ride home. Do you want me to give you a lift back?” 


47? 


“To the station would be fine, you don’t have to take me home two days in a row 


“That taxi counted as taking you home? You called it with the app” he asked. 
With a hand wave, she replied “It counts cause you walked me to the door!” 


Shinsou swallowed a groan of annoyance and said “Whatever. To the station, then.” He drove a bit 
more quickly this time, not wanting to give her more time to say embarrassing things, he was 
already flustered enough, more and he would not be able to function properly. 


At the stop, he waited with her for the train, the silence strange between them; normally Ashido 
would just start talking. 


As the train arrived, Shinsou said “Thanks, for the help with the bike. And patrolling with other 
people is not that bad.” 


She smiled brightly “Youre welcome! I had a good time, let’s do this again sometime!” Shinsou 
elected not to reply, and just waved at her as she got on the train and departed. 


He was extremely thankful she hadn't continued to pry on his personal life, he was confused 
enough already. 


Now if he was a bit lucky there would be no new developments on the Ndege Mweusi mission and 
local hero work would go smoothly, and he wouldn’t have to deal with socialising until Izuku’s 
party in a few days, on the fifteenth. 


It wasn’t like he didn’t like people, they were just too much sometimes. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, hope youre liking it so far! 


Birthday Boy 


Chapter Notes 


The real party happens now! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Mina Ashido had a few uneventful days, alternating a bit of hero work with training, seeing her 
friends and playing video games. The intelligence gathering for the big mission was still in 
progress, probably involving secret agents and spies all around the world, so the most exciting 
thing now was Midori's secret party! 


With the help of his teammates, the UA graduates from group A and a few friends in group B, like 
Kendo, Tetsutetsu, Monoma and Setsuna, were now doing the final preparations for the party. 


Yaomomo had used her family's contacts and money to rent some tables and get some good food, 
Hatsume had made a sound system and some party lights from scratch, lida had spent a whole day 
getting permission from neighbouring buildings to be quite loud if necessary...most importantly, 
Ochako and Todoroki had devised a plan to stall Midoriya from leaving on his (well earned, he 
had fought some strong people) vacation; they got him and Toga an errand, an hour away, so 
everyone would have time to setup everything! 


Opinion on Toga was quite divided among the heroes; Midoriya's teammates had accepted her with 
varying degrees of liking, from Todoroki being most accepting, as his own brother was a villain he 
hoped to redeem, passing by Hatsume and lida, who would befriend anyone who had helped 
Midoriya, Yaomomo who was sweet and polite and just the best (in Mina's opinion) and was 
friendly with everyone, to Ochako, who still didn’t seem to like Toga but could more easily 
tolerate her. 


Tsuyu and Tokoyami didn’t seem to give a damn. 


The rest of the group was sceptical, not all really buying into the “villain redemption” story, though 
to Mina's surprise Bakugou seemed almost happy to see Midoriya in a relationship and had told 
them “If Auntie Inko hasn’t killed her already, she's good with me!”, which convinced Kirishima, 
Sero and Kaminari. Class B didn’t seem to care too much, except for Monoma, who was as smug 
as always. 


So now they were all gathered in the Team First Response base, rearranging items so they could all 
fit in comfortably and dance or talk or whatever they wanted. 


Midori was expected to return in a few hours, so they set to work making the garage, lounge and 
briefing room into party spaces (they had tried to clear up Hatsume's workshop too, but there was 
too much stuff, so they had desisted). 


Tsuyu drove all the team's cars to a nearby parking lot, and Hatsume took the plane to a nearby 
police helipad, an option lida had thought of. 


With everything set up, the preparation committee (Midori's team and the “Bakusquad” and 
Kendo) got together in the lounge and waited for everyone else to show up. Sato was the first to 


arrive, bringing a big cake, almost wedding cake sized, with a meringue All Might on top. 


After him came Shoji and Koda, then Ojiro and Hagakure, Kyoka who took her post by the door as 
their lookout, joined by Denki. Then everyone else pretty much showed up; the guys from class B, 
Mineta and Setsuna...and Shinsou, who started talking with Hatsume near the entrance. 


“Okay fuckers, looks like everyone is here, so listen up! We don’t open the booze until that useless 
Deku arrives, understood?” yelled Bakugou, taking command of the situation, staring down 
Monoma who already had some tequila bottles in hand. 


So, they waited in a chill, quiet environment, drinking soda and picking at the snacks, talking with 
people they hadn't seen in a while, playing cards, gossiping... It was the calm before the storm, 
when Midori arrived, they would start in earnest! 


Mina talked for a while with Tooru, but she had seen her a day before, so there wasn’t that much 
new with her, and she moved on, mingling with Tsuyu and Ochako, learning about the fights they 
had been recently, Ochako telling of her fight with Toga in vivid detail. 


After that, she went to say hello to Kendo and Yaomomo, who were speaking with enthusiasm 
about a table tennis game they intended to join while their boyfriends, Tetsutetsu and Todoroki, 
talked about a recent action movie, which attracted Kirishima like a bee to a flower. 


Mina had seen the movie too, so she joined the talk, telling them her opinion of the fights and 
chases. 


She complimented Shiozaki on the bloom of summer flowers in her hair, said hello to her “secret 
mission team” mate Awase, played some beer pong with orange soda with Mineta and Setsuna, 
with Monoma somehow on her team. 


She was about to throw a very inaccurate throw with the little ball when Kyoka made a low 
frequency sound with her Earphone Jacks, immediately getting the attention of everyone. Mina 
arrived at the garage door where Midori would appear, the first to get there. 


She was quickly joined by Shinsou and Hatsume and soon everyone else was gathered a bit back, 
holding a couple cardboard signs saying “congratulations” and “happy birthday”. Aoyama was 
already posing on the floor to send a sparkling laser along with the “surprise!” yell. 


Jirou had an Earphone Jack stuck in the wall and reported “I hear two people coming, they aren’t 
walking directly, they are kind of staggering around...I hear heavy breathing from both, Midoriya 
is saying something...” Kyoka blushed “I’m not repeating that or the answer! Two meters out...get 
the door controls ready...now!” 


They opened the sliding garage door in a flash to catch Midoriya unaware, yelling “SURPRISE! 
Happy Birthday Midoriya!” Aoyama fired his laser, Bakugo detonated a few small explosions in a 
firework style, everyone cheered... 


...and a very flustered Midoriya, carrying Toga, who had obviously been making out with him, 
didn’t really know how to react. Toga, though, had leapt from his arms in a second, pulling out a 
switchblade from her shorts in an instant and standing protectively in front of her boyfriend, her 
crazy eyes narrowed down and scanning them. 


After both figured out it was a surprise party and not a threat, Toga put the knife away, as fast as 
she had pulled it out, saying “Aww come on guys! I was just about to give him his birthday gift!” 
Her face blushed and she gave them all a predatory smile. 


“Uhhhh...thanks guys! I really didn’t expect this, Shouto told me we would party on Friday...” 


As everyone started to crowd towards Midoriya, Toga said (with a bit of danger in her voice) “I’m 
sure you wouldn’t object to give us a minute to change, would you?” The group let them pass 
quickly; they had interrupted Midoriya on an intimate moment, he probably wanted a moment to 
compose himself. 


Mina heard Mineta whisper to Setsuna “That's goals, Setsuna, I want a girl that quick, so my little 
Minoru doesn’t cause a scene in cases like that!” 


The lizard girl was quick to reply “Yeah, if she hadn't stepped in front of him we would all have 
seen” she licked her lips “I did catch a quick glimpse though, I'm really jealous now” 


Mina was quite disgusted with the two perverts, they had gotten much more discreet but deep 
down they were still the same dirty people! 


On her other side, Mina heard Hatsume asking Shinsou “So, did you buy him anything? Momo 
didn’t say we were supposed to give him a gift or anything...I'm thinking to make some upgrades 
to his gear in that case.” 


Shinsou replied with a smirk “I brought him a new book, you know that one we both read already, 
and he hasn’t had the time to buy? But don’t worry about gifts, it's Izuku, he's happy with the 
intention by itself. What did you think Toga's gift was, Mei? Does she even have a salary?” 


Without an instant of hesitation, Hatsume answered “Sex, they double soundproofed their room 
here. And maybe she gets some cash from that agent woman? She bought me some tacos the other 
day so now we are besties, and I don’t think she'd steal from Izuku's wallet.” 


After a short while Midori and Toga left the apparently soundproofed room and joined the party. 
“The shitty birthday boy is here, so pour up, Copy-Paste fucker!” yelled Bakugou, motioning with 
his red plastic cup towards Monoma, who was already mixing drinks behind the booze table. 


Soon everyone had a red cup, and Jirou was playing good tunes on Hatsume's makeshift sound 
system. 


As Midoriya greeted his well-wishers, Toga approached Mina “Hey Ashido! It's Himiko Toga, we 
haven’t actually met before I think...” she brought her finger to her cheek as she thought “Oh, well. 
Wanna be friends?” 


“Why not? You are not a villain anymore so why not? You can call me Mina.” 


Toga brought both hands to her face, smiling in pure happiness “I'd love that! You are much nicer 
than in the nightmares, you know?” 


“Uhhh...what?” Mina had no idea how to respond to that. 


“Asshole supervillain fucked with my dreams, giving me nightmares, he liked making me jealous 
in them, I think. Don’t worry, I put a knife in that fucker's brain! So now I'm not jealous of you 
wanting to be with my Izu-Izu, it was probably just a nightmare!” 


“Errrr...thanks? I like someone else, don’t worry.” 


With a smirk, Toga said “Oh, I know you do...you should go get him, I'll be your wingman. 
Wingwoman. Whatever.” 


Toga offered her left hand, the two bottom fingers missing and replaced with polymer prosthetics 
“Oh, these? Knife fighting with your...hmm what would she be...classmate? Sister? Knife fighting 
with your evil, brainwashed, grown up child soldier, super assassin is totally not safe!” 


Before Mina could answer anything, Toga took her right hand and led her to a few lounge-style 
couches where Shinsou spoke with Monoma, Denki and Hatsume, listening intently to the inventor 
ramble about new ideas. 


“Hey guys, anyone wanna help with some shenanigans?” 


Monoma and Denki were instantly interested, both were big fans of pranks. “How about you copy 
my Quirk, Monoma, and we try to convince lida that Hatsume made a cloning machine and cloned 
Kaminari?” 


Mina realized this was a stroke of genius; Monoma was always down to prank class A, Denki 
would love the hijinks, and Hatsume seemed to like the idea of a prank that involved a “Baby”! 


Pricking Denki's finger with the switchblade from earlier, Toga and Monoma turned into 
Kaminaris! 


“Weigh, weigh!” said the Monoma-Denki, smiling from ear to ear. Hatsume led them in running 
towards lida, who was slow dancing with Ochako to the rhythm of Kyoka's chill music “lida, look 
at this! I have cloned Kaminari!” 


As lida gesticulated squarely with his arms, beside Mina, Shinsou said “Was that a bit too 
convenient in your opinion? Why did Toga leave you here with me?” 


“T don’t know, she's super weird! Anyway, how are you? Are you liking the party?” 


With a smile, a bit strained because he didn’t really smile that often, Shinsou said “Yeah, it’s been 
quiet so far, I like it. Jirou's music is kinda good, it sort of puts me in a good mood. Though I was 
enjoying catching up with Monoma, he's done interesting things these few months, and he seems a 
bit less annoying now that he has a bit more real-world experience.” 


“Ts anyone else less annoying?” Mina asked, elbowing him. 


“Nope, you're still annoying even with chill music and good food.” He smirked at her, so Mina 
pouted and blew a raspberry at him 


“That sounds like what a loser at beer pong would say” 


Shinsou put a hand on his chest dramatically “Oh how will I ever regain my pride? I have been 
called a loser by a walking cotton candy! You're on, Ashido!” Nice! Seems he's competitive at this 
game, who knew? 


They walked over to the table, where Tsuyu was defeating Mineta, who stood upon a box to stand 
at the proper height to play. In a few minutes it was over, and they left the table, so Shinsou and 
Mina refilled the cups and started throwing. 


“Wanna make it interesting and wager something, Shinsou?” 
He looked inquisitively at her “What are you proposing?” 


She yelled happily “The loser has to buy the winner a fancy dinner!” 


Shinsou shrugged “Free food? I thought you were going to say something like “The loser has to do 
whatever the winner wants” or something like that...” 


She interrupted him “So that is a yes?” 


He looked to the side, saying “I'm not going to turn down a chance for a free meal, even if it is 
with you, Ashido.” 
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“Two things...First, that's mean! And second, only if you win!” Their beer pong game started to 
get intense the second one of Mina's throws landed in Shinsou's cups, countered by him landing his 
own shot in her cups! 


They were neck and neck, both using their ridiculously well-trained hero skills to score... They 
each had a cup left, the winner would be the next to score! 


It was Shinsou's turn and he aimed, taking his time, and then he threw, his expression changing 
slightly as he saw the little ball fly and...miss! 


Mina caught it as it fell and launched it back...she had won! “Yay! I won!” 


Shinsou smiled sarcastically and said “You did! Not bad at all!” then, with a normal tone of voice, 
he said “I guess I owe you dinner, would next week be alright?” 


Mina was rather happy, now this was a date! “But this isn’t a date, is it?” he asked. 
For a second, Mina felt flustered and shy, so she said “Uhhh, no?” 

“Ok, well decide the place by messaging?” 

“Sure!” 


Shinsou stayed for a few moments before the flustered and embarrassed look on his face got 
noticeable, so Mina decided she would go with someone else “See you later then!” 


She saw Shinsou start talking quietly with Midori, Shinsou was actually smiling softly at 
something the green boy said. /t is a really cute friendship! 


From behind her she heard someone stepping a bit harder, as if they had been walking noiselessly 
but didn’t want to spook her, and then Toga was beside her “Did it work, Ashido? Did you get your 


guy?” 


The ex-villain was smiling in anticipation “Yeah! We are getting dinner next week!” Mina didn’t 
mention that it wasn’t technically a date. 


“Nice! I’m so happy I could help! Our prank was awesome too, these guys are fun!” 


Toga had a red cup on her hands, which smelled faintly of vodka and fruit juice “I had no idea 
parties were this fun!” said Toga, her smile showing her fangs. 


“You had never been to a party?” 


Toga smiled weirdly, a minuscule bit of sadness in her eyes that was quickly overwhelmed by her 
slightly creepy cheer. 


“With the villains we celebrated a time or two, but it was mostly Dabi and Shigaraki getting drunk 
and crying a lot afterwards...you remember when we took out that police convoy and chopped off 


Overhaul's arms? That time Dabi cried for hours calling for his mom, I think he did that every time 
he killed anyone but that time it really hit him hard...But enough doom and gloom, I wanna drink 
and laugh and play and have fun!” 


Mina was rather unsettled by Toga's personality; she was somewhat endearing and nice to be 
around, it seemed, but there was also a very clear danger to her... 


“So, what do people do next in a party, Ashido?” asked Toga. 
“Just have fun, talk to their friends, dance, anything really...” 


The ex-villain put a finger to her cheek, thinking, and said “Cool, then lets sit down and gossip or 
something! I wanna be your friend, I wanna be friends with everyone here!” 


Mina smiled reassuringly “Sure, let's sit down!” 

“So, tell me about you, Ashido” asked Toga. 

“What would you like to know?” 

“Why did you become a hero?” 

Mina thought for a second before answering “I want to help people! I don’t like bullies!” 


A shadow crossed Toga's eyes and Mina felt she was being judged for a second, but then she 
smiled “That is nice, I can agree with that goal! Tell me more about your friends, your “Baku- 
squad” is it?” 


Mina talked a bit about her friend group, about Hagakure and Jirou and the girls “...well, pretty 
much everyone is my friend, but my BFF would be Tooru!” 


Toga had listened intently, like she was taking notes “Can I ask you for dating advice, dear 
Ashido? I want to make my Izu-Izu so happy...” 


Mina looked at her a bit puzzled “Well I can try to answer your questions?” For the next ten 
minutes, Toga asked dozens of random things, like toothpaste flavours, stores to buy shorts, how to 
cook a burrito...and then she had taken an interest in Mina's relationships. 


And as they spoke, Toga emptied two red cups of her drink, becoming tipsier quickly 


“It's cause I think you're a bit similar to me, ya know? I mean I think we have the same pants size, I 
think, or something, I kinda didn’t think you were that much of a threa... ignore that, tell me about 
guys you dated or something!” 


Toga's cheeks were getting even more flushed than what seemed normal “Come on, just tell me an 
interesting story before I drink more and go and stab Bakugou with a fork and start calling people 
names.” 


Mina started, for the party's peace “There was a boy in middle school, and I dated Kirishima for a 
few weeks on second year, you wanna hear about those?” 


“Suuuuuure, I'm curious and I think I'm drunk enough to cause a scene if I don’t stay a while in 
one place to calm a bit, I guess...tell me then!” 


“Okay! This guy in middle school, Tanosuke Shishido, Tano-kun; he had green hair and blue eyes 
and he was sweet and kind...he confessed in the culture festival and we dated for a month! It was 


super sweet, holding hands and hugging and all! He was also my first kiss, but he had to move 
away to Kyoto, so we had to break up...” She sighed. 


Toga narrowed her eyes “Did he have freckles and a “I will save everyone and never give up” 
personality?” 


Mina was a bit surprised “How did you know?” 


“Just a hunch” her eyes were dangerous! Then her face lit up again “Tell me about the other one, 
then!” 


Mina was quite confused, she had no idea what Toga could be thinking “Oh, Kirishima! We dated 
for like two months in the beginning of our second year, but we broke up when he realized he was 
in love with Bakugou, we broke up amicably and we are still great friends!” 


Toga huffed with a bit of contempt “Izu-Izu told me Kirishima was supposedly anti-bully, was that 
true?” 


“Yep!” 


Toga thought for a moment, “I'm in no position to judge anyone. Any date ideas from that 
relationship? Izu-Izu and I...we'll need to leave the bedroom a few times on our vacation.” 


She gave Mina a very lewd smile “How about dancing? That is my go-to! We also went biking, we 
took a martial arts class, we baked a cake for Bakugou's birthday and we went to the party and... 
hmmm, I didn’t really see him too much on that party. Oh well!” 


Toga seemed a bit pleased by what she had said, but what part of it was, Mina had no clue, it was a 
very normal set of date ideas “Thank you for that, those dates will work well. Now can I ask you 
for a huge favour?” 


Mina was cautious, Toga seemed normal enough, but she still didn’t trust her 100%, even if 
Midoriya did “Depends on what you want...I'm not doing anything weird or illegal!” 


Toga smiled a huge, crooked grin “I just wanted someone to come help me pick a swimsuit! 
Hatsume hasn’t bought her own clothes in two years, I think; Ochako already said no, we're still 
not in THAT good terms; Yaomomo is probably too fancy for the budget my temporary salary 
gives me; and Tsuyu...I actually had forgotten to ask her. Well, whatever, wanna go?” 


“T guess I could buy a new one too... Yep!” 


Toga grabbed her in a hug “Then I'll get off of you, go find Izu-Izu and go get something to eat. 
And then I'm giving him my “gift’”’, the last part with added air quotes. 


“You're free for that tomorrow?” 
“Uh, yeah!” 
“Then see you at the Malachor Ward Mall! At 1 p.m.!” 


With that Toga left, joining Izuku and they both went to the kitchen. She saw Tooru and Ojiro 
approaching her and greeted them “Hey guys!” 


“Hey Mina! What did she want?” Ojiro seemed very much unconvinced of Toga's new allegiance 
to good. 


“She sort of helped me with Shinsou...and she wants me to help her pick a bathing suit? She's 
weird, maybe not completely insane but very weird. But that's not important, I'm getting dinner 
with Shinsou next week!” 


Tooru squealed in delight and hugged her “Yes! Well done!” 


At about 11 p.m., Shinsou decided to say good bye and go home, he had had a good time, but he 
was feeling a bit tired, and he wanted to check in on his turf before bed. He did that weird 
handshake with Monoma, gave Denki a bro-hug and handshakes to Todoroki and Iida, he also gave 
Mei a goodbye hug. 


And he stopped for short while to talk to Izuku before leaving, he wanted his advice on that 
“definitely not a date” with Ashido. In hindsight, he should not have accepted the wager, it was 
rigged so they would have dinner anyway. 


He wasn’t drunk or anything, so why had he accepted in the moment? And why had he taken a 
dive in the end, letting her win? His mind was working against him? 


“Hey, Izuku, you got a minute? I think I just made a mistake and I need advice...” Izuku excused 
himself with Toga, who gave him a quick kiss and stayed to wait for him while Shinsou took him 
aside. 


“Of course, my friend, what can I help with?” 


Shinsou took a deep breath and said “I think I just invited Ashido on a date...I'm confused, bro. I... 
you remember what I told you about middle school? I'm scared of that happening again, man” 


Izuku put a hand on his shoulder reassuringly “No one is going to put you through that pain again. I 
promise. You know that she moved on to larger crimes? The police busted her for fraud a few 
weeks ago.” 


“They arrested Yure? Even saying her name hurts, Izuku. I...[ don’t know.” 


Shinsou looked to the ground “Hitoshi...we are all your friends and we trust you, you have to trust 
in return. If Ashido wants to be closer with you it is not because of an ulterior motive. I think you 
should tell her. Go to the date and explain everything. You have nothing to lose with the truth, 
mate!” 


Shinsou sighed “Fuck. I'll go. I don’t like her or anything, I just have to keep my word. Stupid, I'm 
too competitive for my own good. Thanks, Izuku, I appreciate you helping me with...thanks for 
listening and all. Hell, I'm sorry, I'm darkening the mood on your birthday, I should get going 
anyway...” 


He tried to walk away but Izuku stood in front of him “Stop it with the “I'm not wanted here” act, 
I'm thankful you were here! And you look like you had fun so I'm happy for that too! Now come 
here” he pulled Shinsou into a hug that seemed to bring together all the broken pieces inside him. 


“T did have fun, yeah. Thanks for everything and happy birthday, brother.” With that final goodbye, 
Shinsou left. 


His bike was parked a few blocks away in a well-lit garage. Everything was where he had left it, 


his leather jacket and change of boots. He rode the bike, in no rush. 


The thought of that girl in middle school... Yure Yamaguchi...if anyone had really started the chip 
on his shoulder, the need to prove he wasn’t evil just because of his Quirk, it had been her. 


Not that she hadn't also totally trampled over what little self esteem he had had and soiled the idea 
of a relationship in his eyes forever. 


Fraud, huh? That is a step up from false testimony, yeah. He forced himself to think about 
something else...anything else. Like the route for example, he had missed an exit and would have 
to backtrack for ten minutes! 


Or maybe...no, he didn’t like her at all. What he had said before as a spur of the moment excuse “T 
don’t have time for a relationship” was as good a reason as any. Yeah. I most definitely don’t like 
her, I only like her smile cause she is a friend...yeah. 


The moment he rode down the street to his territory he saw an alert in the communication system 
he had established with his people, a way to call him if they needed him. With a voice command, 
the HUD on his helmet switched routes to take him towards the alert. 


In a minute he was there; the local post office. A van he didn’t recognize (he knew almost every 
vehicle in the area by sight) was parked on the curb, and two men in balaclavas were waving 
shotguns at the clerk. 


One of them had icicles forming around his balaclava's mouth hole, icy breath, perhaps? The other 
seemed to have scaly skin and slightly reptilian features... 


The post office handled a decent amount of cash and was not as defended as a bank or jewellery 
store, so it made sense as a small-time heist. And judging by the way the reptile-skinned guy's gun 
was shaking in his hands, they were indeed small-time. 


Shinsou had an indigo-coloured scarf as his only weapon, but with his capture weapon training 
even a simple woollen scarf could be used to disarm an opponent, so he wrapped the scarf around 
his left hand and approached the post office, walking quietly so the thieves would notice him when 
he wanted. 


About three meters from them, he stepped harder on the floor. Icy Breath turned to him, his 
shotgun sweeping over the two hostages and squaring on Shinsou's face. 


“Hey man, I'm not here to do anything, could you tell me the time?” 


His eyes were puzzled, Icy Breath probably expected a challenge, not a question like that “Shut up 
and go there with the hostages, a single move and I'll blow your brain...” 


“Drop the gun and punch your throat” Shinsou interrupted, speaking fast. The brain didn’t need to 
fully comprehend Shinsou's orders to start carrying them out. 


With a grin, Shinsou took three steps and let his scarf unfurl, extend to its full length, and with a 
flick of the wrist, coil around Reptilian Guy's shotgun. 


With a quick move, Shinsou brought the scarf towards him, and the old pump-action shotgun 
rolled across the floor. “Jump away, fall to twist your ankle.” 


As Icy Breath obeyed, jumping like a ballerina and falling like an oaf, yelling in pain as he messed 
up his ankle, Shinsou moved in to fight Reptilian Guy, closing the distance with a jumping push 


kick, closely followed by a swift, accurate haymaker to the cheekbone, which broke on impact with 
a crunch. 


“Limp over here and extend your arms” Icy Breath limped as Shinsou punched reptilian Guy to 
submission. 


“Mr. Tsuruuchi, can you get a rope or something?” the clerk complied quickly, getting a roll of 
duct tape and helping Shinsou immobilise the perps. 


“What even is the post office doing open this late, Mr. Tsuruuchi?” he asked the middle-aged clerk 
with a shark-shaped pompadour, a gift of his Quirk “Sea-life Hair’. 


“T'm sorry, young Shinsou...I was talking with my aunt and her friend over there and we lost track 
of time” he said, pointing at an elderly lady with octopus-shaped hair and a woman in her late 
forties with phosphorescent eyes, the mentioned friend. 


After pressing a few times on his phone, Shinsou said “I called the cops, they'll be here in ten. 
Everyone okay?” 


The clerk and the ladies all said “Yes”; apparently, he had been quicker than what it took for fear 
of a stick-up to catch on. 


“T'll do a couple of laps around town, you know how to call me, alright?” 


As Shinsou got on the bike again, he relished the feeling of gratitude from the civilians. It wasn’t 
the reason he had become a hero, but he really enjoyed all the praise. 


The patrol was over peacefully after that incident, the only interruption a call from one of the 
officers taking in the criminals for processing. 


“Good arrest, Mindtrick, everyone at the precinct agrees that you didn’t use excessive force. These 
guys are wanted for a convenience store robbery, so thanks for bringing them in” 


“Thanks, Sergeant, good night.” 


After a shower he got in bed. The exercise of fighting two crooks and riding his bike for a good 
hour had made him tired, but that goddamn dinner with Ashido made him restless. What a mess. 
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A hack and a date 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“So, we fried that server to hijack everyone and play a two-minute clip? And the new one is still 
being built?” Maria Kestrel already knew the answer. Giga, the other hacker, just stared at her with 
disdain. 


“Fuck off, I sometimes ask obvious questions to brainstorm the real inquiry.” 
“Well, the shitty part wasn’t on my code, you know?” answered Giga, scratching his eyebrow. 


“Tt wasn’t mine either, shithead. It was just too much processing, even for that goddamn monster 
they put together. If this “Hidden Valley of whatever” didn’t have this much rare earth minerals, 
they'd need to raid half a continent's computers to build the new supercomputer.” 


“It's Mbele Valley, they are paying us enough that you should at least try and remember it, 
Merced.” Merced was Maria's alias, inspired by the working name of the Itanium microprocessor. 
Most other hackers were uncultured swine and didn’t get the reference. 


Giga was right, in a way; King Blackbird (that's what the name meant and she wasn’t about to learn 
a new language just to pronounce her boss' name) was paying them the equivalent of thousands of 
dollars per work hour, gave them anything they required, be it software or hardware, and had given 
them superb housing on Bonde Siri City's top level (above ground; underground it spread to a 
cavern a thousand meters deep, almost dome shaped, with artificial lighting). 


It was hardly a moral thing to do, but after blackmailing the American and Russian presidents at 
the same time, it was survival. 


She had been very close to ruining the careers of two of the most powerful men on Earth, but that 
damn vigilante, Savant, had stopped her and decided to sic the CIA, NSA and probably the bloody 
local sheriffs from whatever damned town he called home. 


So, Maria had fled her gorgeous flat in London and decided to lay low in Amsterdam while she 
caught a gig. A few of her online contacts were joining up with the Blackbird, so she thought she'd 
give it a go; it couldn’t be worse than being wanted internationally. 


And a day after she'd left, the hideout had been raided, all occupants killed. 


She told herself that she was doing it for the money and power. She had become a coder, a hacker, 
to get rich and have a cool life, getting caught up with crime was a bloody bad idea, with Blackbird 
even worse, but she didn’t want to die. 


She was a villain hacker, she wasn’t supposed to have a conscience, just fuck up people's lives with 
her computer. And yet, she still shuddered at the thought of every atrocity Ndege Mweusi's troops 
did. 


“Hey, Merced, stop daydreaming and start coding, the firewall on the immigration system is a pain 
in the ass and we're gonna need someone in the ground to attack their server. Flare already 
volunteered you.” 


Maria huffed angrily “That bloody wanker, I'll smash her phone if she keeps being a knob.” 


Entering the room, a tall woman in dreadlocks and a South African accent asked “You'll do what 
with my phone, Merced?” 


Staring her in the eye, Maria said “Maybe I'll not smash it, I'll drop that piss-tasting energy drink 
you love so much on it, love.” 


Flare was her pal, and they would banter like that without ever actually doing anything to each 
other. 


“As long as I don’t get shot and killed, I'm alright with this Texas plan, Flare, so cheers to that. I 
might even be able to delete some of the data they have on me with it, so do finish up that wee 
virus I asked, love.” 


Almost two weeks later they had their programs ready. 


A virus that would scramble the American intelligence capabilities and worm its way deep into 
government and military systems, a countermeasure if the virus was disabled, which would cut 
some assorted communication lines, and finally the finest creation; a virus that would target all info 
they had on Merced, Flare or any of their pals, and sabotage it as much as possible. 


Even if one of the objectives worked, they had a lot to gain. And a weakened American network 
would be little match for the monster computer they were building. And if the Intelligence Minister 
was to be believed, they were now hunting for a man who could supposedly meld his mind with 
the computer and make it even more powerful. 


And thus, with a USB and a crummy laptop with various videogame and software company 
stickers, Maria boarded a plane in Cairo, bound for Houston, Texas. 


She trusted Flare would have already taken her picture from the whatever face recognition 
software would meet her when she landed, her pal was resourceful and clever. 


“Hey, it's Shinsou. Do you still want that dinner...thing?” Shinsou sent the message and placed the 
phone down on the table, beside the onigiri he was eating. 


A few moments later, the phone vibrated; Ashido had answered the text “Yeah! I already know 
where I wanna go and everything! It's this Greek place, by the Corellia ward's train stop! On 
Thursday at 7 is good for you?” 


As always, Shinsou was amazed at the amount of emojis the acid hero used. He replied, “Sounds 
good to me, see you there?” 


Instantly, he got her text “Yeah! See you!”, accompanied with a plethora of smiley emojis. 


“Ughhhh...fuck. I guess I can just try and enjoy the food, right?” he asked his orange cat, Feanor, 
who only replied “Meow!” while looking down on him with arrogant eyes. The cat was proud and 
rarely cuddly, but Shinsou love him dearly. 


The days till Thursday felt eternal, and as the day approached, he felt excited, though he dreaded it 
in equal parts. 


He told himself over and over that he had already made it with a patrol and a nightclub with 


Ashido, it was no different, was it? Patrols and training melded together into a blur, and then 
suddenly it was Thursday. 


He would have preferred to fight a hallway full of angry criminals, wearing a blindfold and 
unarmed, to the anxious feeling he felt in his gut. As the hour approached, Shinsou took a long 
shower and got dressed. 


He chose a pair of black pants, a grey button up shirt Todoroki had helped him pick, a dark brown 
leather jacket and his favourite pair of casual boots. The night seemed to be a bit chilly, so he 
accessorized with the scarf he had used on a criminal before (washed a few times afterwards, of 
course). 


Was it too casual? Or formal? He didn’t know. He combed his hair into his usual style, just a bit 
tidier, and left his apartment, he had decided to take the train there. 


The restaurant was a few wards away, so he sat down on one of the seats, looking at the screen 
showing the stops and enjoying the music on his earphones. Maybe we can just talk about music, 
that is good common ground. 


He saw the stops flash by as the train sped through the suburbs and urban areas of Tokyo. Kashyyk 
Station, Mandalore Station, Kessel Station...and there, Corellia Ward Station. 


The restaurant was about a block away, so he started making his way there. He was half an hour 
early, he had been raised with a great respect for punctuality. There were a few benches on the 
street outside the restaurant, so he started walking to one of them. Fuck, she's already here! 


Ashido was already there, wearing a short-sleeved black dress and boots, a large ribbon on her hair, 
which doesn’t look really great on her, of course not! 


“HEYYYYYYY, SHINSOUUUUUUU!!!!” she called, running up to him and hugging him. 
“Hey” he said, sort of returning the hug even as he felt flustered, confused and annoyed. 
“You're early!” she said. 


“Being punctual is being polite, I thought I'd even have some time to see the menu before. Did I 
keep you waiting?” 
She looked quite happy “Nope! I only sat down a minute ago!” 


Shinsou looked at the restaurant's door and said, “I guess if we're both here we should go inside?” 


Ashido agreed. They walked to the entrance “We have a reservation for two under “Ashido”, 
please!” The waiter nodded and took them to a nice table by the window. 


The restaurant was quite cosy and warm, and made Shinsou feel a bit more confident. “So, what 
are ya getting, Shinsou?”’ 


He examined the menu a bit longer, and answered “I think I'll go for this gyros. How about you?” 
She pouted as she thought and said “T'll go for the soulavki and a big soda!” 


Looking at Ashido, Shinsou said “So you've eaten here before? So far as I know, you have good 
taste in food, even with how annoying you are.” 


She blew a raspberry at him “You're impossible! Yeah, I came before with my family, my little 


$2? 


sister really vouches for the chicken nuggets!” She laughed at her own comment, and Shinsou 
couldn’t help but crack a smile and give a chuckle. 


The waiter walked up to them and took their order “So, what's new, Shinsou? Caught any 
interesting villains? Seen a good sunset? Found a cool rock?” 


He found himself talking with her easily, she was surprisingly easy to talk to? The time passed 
quickly, and their food arrived; it was delicious, the flavours rich and the ingredients top quality, 
with a homemade feel. 


“You were right about this food, Ashido, I'll give you that!” Shinsou's phone vibrating and 
Ashido's sounding with a cheery ringtone interrupted them as Ashido told him of her family, 
cutting short an interesting anecdote about her elder brother's career. 


“New development on case, meeting priority at 10.” 
“Oh darn, we were having such a good time!” 


Shinsou actually shared the feeling of disappointment, he was enjoying the conversation very 
much. “There's a bit of time anyway, you were telling me about your brother Miles and that 
chemistry lab, what happened then?” 


“Oh, it is super funny! They started mixing these chemicals that make a foam that becomes a slime 
when they apply heat, so they put it in a spray can and sprayed it over a lighter at one of the seniors 
they don’t like. He was slimed like in a kids' show, it was super funny! Though the lab assistant 
got really angry at Miles and his mates!” 


She laughed and laughed, making Shinsou smile. Screw being confused and annoyed, this talk is 
alright. “So, your name and your siblings’ start with “M1?” 


“Yep! It's cause my mom and dad also start with Mi; Mikasa and Mitsuyuki!” 
“That is actually endearing, I think.” Shinsou told her. 


“So, I talked a lot about my family, tell me about yours! Is Aizawa-sensei really your dad like 
Todoroki thought?” 


“Hell no, we're cousins twice-removed! Well, there's just my mom, my dad and me, nothing very 
special, really.” 


She angled her head inquisitively “But you gotta tell me more! What are their Quirks? Do you 
have other cousins? Do you have fun stories?” 


He thought for a moment, and said “Dad has a sleep Quirk, he can stay awake for a whole week 
with some coffee and he functions like normal. I inherited these” he pointed at the dark circles 
under his eyes “from dad, being tired and all still gets to him in the end. My mom has the same 
Quirk as me, but she doesn’t use it. She swore not to in middle school and kept her promise, she's 
been effectively Quirkless for more than twenty years. Fun stories...hmmm, let me think...there's 
one with Aizawa, if you want to hear that one?” 


“Yeah! I'd love to!” 


“Right, so there we were after the A vs B training in first year, doing a patrol in his territory, using 
the capture weapon to swing around on light posts. It's pretty difficult to use the things, I fell quite a 
few times when Aizawa was teaching me, but by then I had the hang of it, so I was keeping up. 


"So, we got on top of a building and decided we would swing across the river to the other side, 
securing our capture cloth on a “All Might O's” spectacular ad over the river. I went first, as the 
student I had to prove my courage. Then went Aizawa, easily catching up with me. You thought 
something would happen with him swinging didn’t you, Ashido? Well, the funny part is that a 
passing seagull pooped on Aizawa!” 


Ashido laughed hard, almost choking and taking a deep breath before laughing again “So that's 
why he had a new turtleneck!” 


“Yeah, you wouldn’t believe how much Ms. Joke laughed when we told her. She was also my 
mentor for a while, she taught me how to better taunt my enemies so they'd answer and I'd get 
them.” 


“Well that was a beautiful story! That misdirection with the capture weapon to be a poop joke in 
the end, I did not expect it! Do you have more stories? Some with Ms. Joke too?” 


“Sure, I can think of one or two more” he looked at the time on his phone “but it looks like it'll 
have to be another time, we've got to go to that meeting.” 


“You think they're sending us somewhere?” 


“T don’t know, but I think so. But to do what? We're pro heroes, not soldiers, they must have a plan 
in mind.” 


“You think it'll be a place with a beach? I went shopping with Toga a few days ago and I got this 
cute bikini, wanna see it?” 


Shinsou politely declined seeing that swimsuit, his face as red as Izuku's sometimes was, and 
decided to go pay for their meals (the price was actually quite affordable, he was thankful for that) 
and they left for the government building used for the task force's meetings. 


“Heroes, we have a tip on an operation by the enemy on American soil. We believe they intend to 
do some sort of cyber-attack. Japan is sending three heroes ASAP to join some heroes already 
there to assist on stopping this plot. Mindtrick, Alien Queen, Neko, get ready to deploy." 


Oh great, another thing with her, he thought sarcastically. She's okay but this a bit too much. 
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Carlos Antonio Garcia, better known professionally as Santa Muerte, was quite used to meeting 
scared, wimpy people at the airport. Usually, it was drug mules, scared half to death. A couple of 
times it had been politicians, fleeing for their lives after escaping trials for corruption. 


Last time, he had escorted a top lieutenant of the late Pestilentia, before all his inner circle had 
decided to ignore their leader's plan to kill millions and indoctrinate the rest with chemicals and the 
super-villain's Quirk. 


After that, the lieutenants had split up the empire, Alexander the Great's generals’ style. The 
following days, of the twelve bosses, eight had been captured or killed, the criminal organizations 
under them further fragmenting. 


The Americans had been ruthless in smashing Pestilentia's empire, and it had taken quite a bit of 
the lieutenant Nazzaro's resources to survive, sacrificing a body double to have a shot at staying in 
command. Nazzaro controlled the biggest chunk of the remains, with three other men controlling 
the rest. 


Two weeks, and mafias were collapsing left and right under the weight of the power vacuum. The 
Americans had struck them good, but crime wouldn’t stop with a single stroke. 


Cartels in Latin America had stayed strong, though. And maybe they could really come out on top 
with this situation, but that meant becoming allies with the biggest pieces of shit in the world. 
Whatever to get advanced weapons and the best in chemical research, thought Garcia. 


And the pieces of shit had a force of mercs and support crew, and he was supposed to pick one up 
now. He saw a medium height young woman approach, looking like a web designer or college 
student. The only distinguishing feature was a silver highlight in her hair and the thick rimmed 
glasses she wore. 


“You're Merced?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Follow me, I'll take you there. We'll set you up.” Three other sicarios fell in with them and joined 
them in the SUV. 


Garcia sat in the shotgun seat, a submachinegun just below his jacket. They drove for forty minutes 
and made it to a safehouse, where the girl immediately started connecting all her stuff, plugging in 
a few adapters to all the cables. 


“You have all you need?” 
“T'm gonna need a distraction, can you start a ruckus, mate? Cheers.” 


Garcia just nodded. He could fight the city's entire police force on a good day; a distraction was 
easy. 


“What's the plan, little girl?” he asked. 


Merced adjusted her glasses and said “We'll go to Austin, you make a scene, and I plug in this 
USB. If the Mountain Brigade do their part well, they'll fall on a set of targets and Blackbird can 
win quicker. They'll need a few days to get set up, so we can start moving to Austin tomorrow or 
the day after.” 


The girl had some sort of British accent; Garcia couldn’t really tell them apart as easily as he could 
have with, for example, a Sonoran and a Yucateco accent. 


“Sounds good to me, hopefully those Quirkless pendejos do their job. With that amount of steroids 
and shit they use it is a miracle they can even walk, much less kill.” 


A day later, Garcia took the SUV down to Austin with Merced and his two best shooters, Juanito 
and Huachi. He trusted those two as much as he trusted anyone, they were loyal to the Cartel and 
they respected the chain of command. 


“My cousin will help you get close to the building you want to go, her name is Carla, she is 
studying her master’s in accounting in Texas A&M, she knows the city.” Garcia told Merced as 
they neared Austin. 


He drove for a while longer until they got stuck in traffic “Shit, I didn’t leave Mexico City for this 
crap!” whined Juanito on the backseat. 


They moved at a snail's pace for half an hour until they saw an overturned car with a cop car and 
an ambulance next to it “Villain tried to carjack, the owner shot the villain and the perp used his 
Quirk to roll over the car and escape. Move along, move along” explained a tired cop with a 
megaphone. 


Thus, they arrived at Carla's house an hour late “Carlitos, you may be the deadliest guy south the 
border, but you are a late-arriving piece of work!” nagged Carla in Spanish as she hugged her 
cousin. 


“Ts that the girl you said?” Garcia nodded. In a few minutes they left the hacker with Carla, got 


some fresh cooked beans and rice from their “Tia’”’ and the three sicarios left. 


“Huachi, Juanito, that traffic jam gave me an idea for the distraction we are supposed to do, you're 
in?” 


Hitoshi Shinsou had no particular dislike of airports or planes. On a good day, it was easy to be 
absorbed in his music and a good book as he waited. 


But today wasn’t a good day, as he had not one, but two annoying companions with him. He tried 
drowning out the sounds of whatever Neko and Ashido were talking on and on about by thinking 
about the explanation Mei had given him about some new gear she had made for him. 


A day earlier he had visited the Team First Response warehouse to find Mei working on some 
heat-resistant alloys for Todoroki's costume. 


“Hey Mei, you got a minute?” he had asked. 


Hatsume had turned around with her usual excitement over technology and items; Shinsou had 
been quite happy to see her back to normal, he knew that she had been really shaken by the past 
few months and all. 


“Shinsou, my pal! Have I got some cool stuff for you! I made this nifty little thing, a bracelet, that 
unfurls into a capture weapon three meters long! I had the idea when I saw these paracord 
bracelets, and I thought I could make a better one and boom! I made it for you, free of charge, and 
it is all polymers so no need to take it off at the airport!” 


“How did you know I was going to an airport?” 


“Your pal Ashido asked me for some equipment to go across borders, and she talked my ear off 
with everything she knew about that mission. So, you two went on a date, huh?” 


Shinsou had been very flustered at that. “It wasn’t a date! We’ re just friends.” 


“’m in no position to judge, I only discovered I had a crush on someone after he was a prisoner of 
war together with his secret villain girlfriend and I’m still trying to get over it. ’'m just reporting 
what Ashido said, she seemed to enjoy that not-date quite a bit! 


"Maybe a bit less that the acid-stream sneakers I made for her; those babies are neat, but still she 
sounded happy. She even asked a few weird questions, I forgot what about cause I got the idea for 
anew missile. Anyway; bracelet capture weapon! Also, some GPS trackers, all plastic, I made too 
many so you can have them too.” 


With a sigh, Shinsou took the equipment “Thanks. Anyway, I wanted to ask if you could take care 
of my cat while I'm gone. Normally I'd ask Izuku, but he's also going away. But you’re also my 
best friend, so can you help me with that?” 


Mei had nodded several times, “Thanks, Mei, you’re the best. There’s a big bag of his food in my 
kitchen, you just need to pour once a day on his plate, the cat knows how much he needs to eat. His 
sandbox it automated, so don’t worry about that either. Pll get going then, see you soon, 
hopefully.” 


Back in the present, he had been dragged to the fast food area where the two female heroes had 
decided to get some chicken nuggets. 


The cat girl hero was a bad influence on Ashido, thought Shinsou, the two seemed to increase 
energy exponentially when paired up, and they were acting really childishly. 


A few hours earlier they had said goodbye to Izuku and Toga, who were flying to Hawaii, 
accompanied by the agent in charge of Toga, Holy Diver, and a European hero, Freya. 


The instant Izuku and his girlfriend had boarded the plane, Holy Diver had smiled like a huge 
weight had been lifted off her shoulders, had said “Enjoy your vacation, you little shit” and had 
bolted with Freya. The Japanese government hadn't sent anyone with them, just given them their 
tickets for business class and bid them good luck. 


“Shinsou, do you want one of my nuggets?” asked Ashido, nudging him with the boneless piece of 
chicken. 


“Err, could it be another one of them?” he picked one from her box. 


“So, what seats did we get? Are we together?” asked Neko the cat girl hero, her cat ears twitching. 


Shinsou took out his ticket “I’ve got the 18B.” Ashido had the 16F, and Neko had the 18A. 
“Looks like I get a window, nice” she said, looking smug. 


Shinsou had hoped for a window seat and a thin passenger beside him who kept to themselves and 
didn’t snore, but now he was condemned to a long flight with an annoying girl all the time. 


He’d have much preferred Ashido beside him, thought a small part of his mind. 


They still had a couple of hours before their flight, and even Shinsou started to feel excited about 
the trip with the extreme energy the girls had. 


He had been to China and Korea on trips with family; he had never been so far from home, so he 
was actually very excited. But externally he remained calm. 


After another hour of wandering and exploring, they eventually sat down in the waiting area in 
front of the gate. Their plane was already there, being loaded with the larger suitcases and a few 
parcels of mail to be delivered. 


Shinsou tried reading his book while Ashido sat next to him, watching videos on her phone and 
laughing at whatever she was seeing. Neko was gone in search of snacks for the plane, stating that 
“Airplane food is gross, I must have airport chocolate to SURVIVE.” 


A while later, Ashido stopped laughing, yawned and started breathing more slowly. 


Then Shinsou felt something on his shoulder; she was leaning on him! “Ashido, what are you 
doing?” he asked. He didn’t want to move away if she really was asleep, she could hit her head or 
something. 


In answer, she snored softly, it actually sounded kind of cute. Well, he couldn’t move in this case, 
it wasn’t personal or intimate or anything...it was like when a cat falls asleep on a keyboard, it is 
very wrong to wake them up or move them. 


Ashido settled in her sleep, her curly pink hair tickling Shinsou's cheek. /t smells nice, her 
shampoo, maybe? For some reason his heartbeat was going really fast. 


He tried breathing to calm down, and almost choked when he heard a girl's voice on the other side 
“Am I interrupting?” it was Neko, looking impossibly smug. 


“Shut up. As a cat, you should know you don’t move those that sleep.” 
“T'm gonna take a picture, this is cute.” She took out her phone. 


“Don’t you dare!” Shinsou said with a louder whisper cause he didn’t want to wake Ashido up, but 
still, he had moved his shoulder a bit, and she stirred. 


“Where am I? Who's this... Tooru?” She blinked and backed away a bit, blushing in a darker shade 
of pink “T uhhbh...I've gotta go to the bathroom.” 


Ashido left in a hurry, leaving behind her earphones in the seat. Shinsou picked them up to give 
them to her when she returned “Thanks for making that awkward, Neko” 


The cat girl pouted and replied “That's my hero name, do you even know my real name?” 


Shinsou shook his head “I guess I'm supposed to ask what it is?” 


“Tt's Reiko Takahashi! You're kinda mean, you know, showing all that favouritism to Ashido and 
then saying we're both annoying.” 


Shinsou had a comeback ready “You're more annoying.” 


A minute later, Ashido returned, back in her usual mood. “Here, you had dropped these” said 
Shinsou as he gave her the earphones back. 


“Attention passengers on flight D212 to Dallas International Airport, we have begun boarding, 
please line up in the queue.” The announcer was clear, so they lined up, tickets in hand “Enjoy 
your flight!’ beamed the attendants as they all got to their seats. 


Shinsou sat down on the aisle seat, trying to get comfortable and stashing his backpack beneath the 
seat. 


Takeoff was quick and smooth, and the air hostess was already explaining the safety measures. The 
lifevest is on the armrest, alright, and the exit is a few rows ahead, he looked up to see Ashido 
waving with a huge smile; Shinsou waved back. 


She had a window seat too, but apparently had switched with the young girl with blue skin beside 
her and was starting to talk with the girl's mother. 


“So, you two datin’ already, nyah?” asked Reiko beside him. 


“Did she tell you too about that? It was just dinner, I get dinner with Mei and Izuku all the time and 
it's no big deal.” At least it isn’t supposed to be a big deal. 


“You're very defensive about that, any particular reason? You have a crush on me and don’t want 
to scare me away, is it?” She gave him a wink. 


“What would you even see in me, anyway?” He could at least change the subject... 


“Think a bit, nyah, you're all stoic and mysterious and cool, lean and a bit taller than average, and 
that jaw looks so chiselled. At least that's what people think, now that I know you, you really are 
just a sour grouch. A handsome one, but a grouch anyway!” 


“If that means I’m un-dateable to you I might just become religious” he answered, a sardonic grin 
on his face. 


“Well, whatever, nyah. You like her then?” 

Shinsou was getting real tired of the conversation 

“Did you know my pet cat also has a Quirk?” 

Reiko looked astonished “Really?” 

With his most acidic smile, Shinsou replied “His Quirk is minding his own business” 
“Oh no, you didn’t just do that!” she hissed “I'm trying to be friendly here!” 


Shinsou sighed “Look, I spent two years isolating myself from those who thought my Quirk would 
be cool as a villain's Quirk and ostracized by those who thought I was already a villain. And I spent 
a whole other year with a “I'm not here to make friends” attitude at UA. Midoriya, Monoma, 
Kaminari and Hatsume took a huge effort getting through to me, but I still have a fuckton of trauma 
and issues, and I resort to sarcasm and being a prick when annoyed. Friendship is pretty fucking 


hard for me, so I treasure it.” 


He hadn't realized how fired up he had gotten, he had not wanted to say so much, the words had 
just spilled out from his mouth. 


“Eh, I've got a couple other asshole friends, I can cope. I've got nine lives for that, anyway! So, 
what about me is so annoying, if we really are to be friends?” 


She looked honest, and the prospect of her being less annoying for at least the flight was 
irresistible. 


“You talk a lot and in a very loud volume; as much as I like listening to someone talk about their 
passions, hearing “HAMBURGERS” yelled in my ear for the fourth time in an hour really isn’t my 
thing. And really, I like silence and don’t think it's awkward when people don’t have anything 
more to say. And I like my personal space for myself, hugs and touching are NOT my thing.” 


He realized that Ashido had started to be a bit less loud around him and less in-his-face, had she 
picked up on that? J really have to stop thinking about her out of nowhere. 


“T will do those things and we can be friends?” Shinsou nodded 


“Well, as your friend, I'm curious about a few things, would you answer a few questions? I'll let 
you read and all for a few hours after, nyah.” 


He shrugged, as if saying “go ahead”. 
“First question, what is your type? I'm still juggling with the idea to date you” she winked again. 
“Tf I'm supposed to have a type...I guess someone who doesn’t care about my Quirk.” 


She crossed her arms under her chest, making it very uncomfortable to stare in her direction “T 
meant physically”. 


Shinsou concentrated on the extremely interesting emergency exit “I don’t really have a type, I 
guess...pretty face? Is that enough for you?” 


The cat girl hero started giggling “Your face is all red, haha! You'll keep thinking I'm annoying if I 
insist on that, aren’t you?” 


Shinsou nodded emphatically. 


“Then second question, if villains captured you and forced you to marry one of your female friends, 
who would you choose? That includes me since I'm officially your friend now!” 


Shinsou shook his head “There are easier ways of playing “Fuck, Marry, Kill’, you know? I 
guess...I'd say Mei, but she's impressively messy, so...Ashido? This game is unfair. You get just 
one more question, I think.” 


Reiko thought for a while “Nah, I think I got a good read on the situation, nyah. So, you'd really 
date your friend Hatsume, just not live with her?” 


Shinsou shrugged again “If we both wanted, yeah. She's a great friend and she's attractive in her 
own way, if she really wanted that I would have no problem.” 


An evil grin spread across Reiko's face “Ah, so you like pink haired girls, eh?” 


Shinsou caught himself remembering how soft Ashido's hair had been against his skin earlier, the 
scent of it... “I really have no preference about that!” 


“T think I'll let you be now” said a very smug Reiko. 
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Maria Kestrel waited for her coffee, a very sugary blend of things that actually had no caffeine and 
had at least three different types of chocolate. 


With her quick metabolism, probably inherited from the Quirk of one of her grandparents or other 
ancestors, she didn’t put on much weight. /f this fat went to my arse or tits, I wouldn’t be too upset, 
I guess. She received her drink and took a good sip. For a café that wasn’t focused on the actual 
drinks, the quality was superb. 


The café was a cat café, a thing more usual in other countries, like the Netherlands and Iceland (or 
at least that was where she had seen them). 


About two dozen cats of various ages, sizes and breeds lazed around or played with the costumers, 
at the moment it was just an elderly couple, obviously retired, the old guy wearing a “Afghanistan 
Veteran” hat with pride. 


Which Afghan war that referred to, Maria had no idea, British textbooks only said the Yanks had 
fought there for ages. 


With a quick scan she had identified the octogenarian couple's car, with Florida plates. 


It reminded her of one of the earliest registered heroes, Florida Man, who had soon become insane 
and been involved in numerous implausible actions, some of them illegal, but most of them just 
ridiculous, and he hadn't killed anyone, so his antics had been tolerated for a while. 


The cat café had been selected as it was close enough to scope out her target, an unmarked 
government office building in downtown Austin, it didn’t get too many costumers, so it added to 
her alibi; a university exchange student waiting for the semester to start while browsing social 
media, scratching a kitten's ears, and sipping on hot chocolate...an easy role to play. 


The cats themselves were ridiculously cute, a couple approaching her from the start, one jumping 
on her lap as she set up her laptop on a table. The couch she sat on was quite wide, so the other cat 
jumped too, eliciting a yelp of surprise from Maria; she hadn't expected such a leap from a 
munchkin cat! 


The munchkin gave her thigh a couple headbutts, calling for her attention. With her left hand, she 
gave the kitty a good scratch in its head, while she typed with the right. Coding normally required 
both hands, so she only got a little work done while she was petting the cute cat. 


On her laptop she had a partly finished algorithm, just a wee something for her own safety; a 
remote shutdown for some of the life support systems of Ndege Mweusi's secret police armours 
and mechs. 


The King had a thousand soldiers for outside matters, a hundred of them those Mountain Brigade 
lads, probably 92 now, innit? And to police his own people, he had another group, five hundred in 
the capital and three thousand for the rest of his conquered area, hunting dissidents and opposers. 


Armed with state-of-the-art weapons and equipped with the deadliest weapons his hidden valley 
could forge, those fuckers were pretty hard to take down. 


Maria had seen some footage she wasn’t supposed to while wiping a barracks terminal for the 
Intelligence Minister; it showed helmet cam footage of a squad of 8 of the commandos, getting 
killed or captured by some (rather badass, to be completely honest) heroes. 


So, in case the hounds were ever set on her trail, she didn’t want to be an easy target. She could 
affect the microcomputers in their suits, turn off their goggles, close the air filters in their masks... 
It wouldn’t stop them, but she could survive a bit longer, maybe? 


She cursed in a low voice as she ran the file and it had an error somewhere “Bloody idiot.” Maybe 
with some food she'd work better? She had a wallet full of Cartel cash; a muffin or a bagel 
wouldn’t affect anyone. 


She approached the barista, a wholesome-looking teenager, sixteen or seventeen at a glance, with a 
Quirk that replaced her left eye with a sunflower. J wonder if she can see with it or if it does 
something superb, like an energy beam or the like. 


“Oi, could I have a cheese bagel, one of those?” she pointed at the one she wanted. 


“Of course! I'll heat it up!” The barista placed the bagel in a toaster, waiting a couple minutes so it 
was warm and toasty, and she put it on a plate “Enjoy!” she said. 


Maria took the plate, a china plate with a fancy pattern of flowers and vines in blue. She spun 
around, ready to go back to her spot took two steps and then her foot slipped on something. A cat 
toy? How awkward. 


Her plate went flying and she was falling backwards, until she was caught by strong arms. Maria 
realized she had closed her eyes as she fell, so she opened them to find a young man staring at her 
with indigo coloured eyes. 


“Are you alright?” he asked, with a slight Asian accent. 
“Aye, all good, thanks” she said, maybe too quickly. 


The young man helped her stand up carefully “Just tripped on that, what was it anyway? A...a 
plastic doughnut?” She laughed at the situation. “My my, how embarrassing. And it seems my 
bagel already has a new owner.” 


She pointed at a chubby British Shorthair who nibbled at it in between the ceramic shards of her 
broken plate. 


“Maple! Cats aren’t supposed to eat cheese!” said the barista, moving in with a broom and a bowl 
of catfood for the kitty “I'm sorry! I'll make another for you, on the house! And I'll get your order 
in a second, sir!” 


“Tt is no problem!” he said, politely. Maria took a second to examine him more closely; he was an 
inch or two taller than her, had a lean, athletic build, hair the same colour as his eyes, and looked 
very tired. 


He wore jeans, a t-shirt with one of the local teams and a leather jacket, and had a pair of aviator 
sunglasses tucked in his t-shirt. At a quick glance, she profiled him for some sort of student, maybe 
a writer, he had a creative attitude, she thought. Bloody hell, I should do something, shouldn’t I? 


“Sorry for having to catch me and all, love, at least let me pay for your coffee” she said, giving 
him a small smile, slightly flirty. 


They waited for the barista girl to get around the counter again “What would you have, sir?” The 
girl seemed a bit hesitant and self-conscious, she's probably too used to old couples and weirdoes 
like me and this lad is straight out a Korean boyband. 


“T...I'll have a green tea, please, and uhh...can I order to take out when I leave? My co-workers 
also wanted some coffee...” The sunflower barista just nodded that he could, poor shy girl. 


“T've got the bill, mate” said Maria, paying for the tea the lad had asked for “Cheers.” 
Then she introduced herself “I'm Maria. Here for the cats or the drinks?” 


The young man looked at her with curiosity, and answered, slightly aloof, “The cats. I'm...here 
they use the first name, yes? Then my name's Hitoshi.” 


She gave him a partial grin “Nice name, easy to remember. You've got the look of an exchange 
student” she told him, raising an eyebrow interrogatingly. 


“More of an internship. You're probably the exchange student here.” 
“No, I'm a supervillain.” she joked, keeping her composure for all of two seconds. 
That made Hitoshi crack a bit of a grin. 


“Yeah, I'm here for a programming course. It starts in August, but I thought I'd better get to know 
the city a bit first. It is bloody hectic, I'm not used to public transport being this lousy.” 


“Same.” Hitoshi replied. 


The barista cleared her throat “Your tea, sir!” Hitoshi took the cup and tried to give the barista girl 
a warm smile as he thanked her. He clearly was not used to toothy smiles, but the teenager behind 
the bar still swooned a bit. 


“Thanks for paying for this tea, it wasn’t really necessary, but I appreciate it” he said next, looking 
into her eyes. 


You've seen some shit, haven’t you, mate? “Anytime, love. Do enjoy it.” 
He gave her a small grin, which he was clearly more comfortable with, and said “Sure”. 


She walked over to her table with her new bagel a few minutes later. The young man sat on the 
other side of the café, reading a book in Japanese, pretty good taste, if I may judge. 


She shot him a couple of glances more over the next forty-five minutes and saw him actually 
smiling while playing with one of the cats, a small tabby, and a couple of times where their eyes 
crossed. She averted her gaze shyly when caught, how embarrassing! 


But after about fifty minutes she was pretty much mentally blocked. So, she would get back to the 
safehouse and have a long shower and sleep. It was incredibly reassuring staying at a family’s 
house as a guest, not just slumming with other runaways or living in the precarious luxury of the 
Hidden Valley’s city, sleeping with one eye open. 


So, she shut the laptop closed, removed her headphones, and gave her cat mates a final pet, and 
left, saying goodbye to Hitoshi “See you around, love.” 


He had just waved, which at the moment felt like a bit of a loss. Maybe she should have been more 
assertive and asked for his number? 


But when Hitoshi appeared at the same time next day, she was quite pleased. Again, they spoke 
little, just a greeting and a couple of questions “How are you, what are you ordering this time, 
working on something?” ...but he sat much closer. 


Blimey, am I really doing this when I'm supposed to hack a government in aid of a genocidal 
maniac? What the hell, I'm an awkward mess normally, hooking up with a hot guy will be a good 
memory if the secret police of any side catch me and murder me. 


With a couple days to go, she felt quite confident. Confident with the plan, with her program, even 
with herself, getting the attention of this shy, mysterious guy was quite a boost for her ego. 


Maybe it would be the perfect alibi if anyone asked about her, if her witness had just been asked on 
a date by her! 
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Hawaiian Venom 
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“Units 01 to 08, comm check.” Seven pilots acknowledged, then Clarke spoke “Unit 08, 
acknowledged.” 


“Comm check clear. All units, proceed to drop off points. Ground teams, cleared hot on landing. 
Expect heavy resistance for units 05, 07 and 08. Command out.” 


Clarke checked the map, he was about ten minutes away. He flicked the light switch for the back 
of the plane, some sort of bomber converted to launch Mountain Brigade wackos down from 
ridiculous heights. 


And they did it all as a HALO jump, high altitude and low opening, manoeuvring with a wingsuit 
till the last instant and then opening a parachute. 


Frankly, they were absolute nutters. 


Apparently, the Ndege Mweusi’s special-est of forces had a job to do parallel with some other 
operation, need to know basis, and they would attack whether the other mission was accomplished 
or not. Clarke thought it was a series of assassinations, but he couldn’t tell for sure. 


From the cockpit, the island of Maui, Hawaii, looked beautiful and peaceful, no doubt their radars 
didn’t even pick up the aircraft, due to its strange shape and the fuel used. It had flight sticks and 
throttles, but beyond that, the plane baffled Clarke. 


One last time, Clarke wished he hadn't been sacked by the Royal Australian Air Force...It was just 
half a ton of cocaine, he wasn’t hurting anyone when he smuggled that! And the Colonel's wife had 
been seduced willingly! 


“Those two owe us blood” said a computer-altered voice on the aircraft comm. It was absolutely 
terrifying, and the first time Clarke had heard any of the Mountain Brigade commandos speak, it 
shocked him; he sounded devoid of humanity. But then again what was he expecting...a silky- 
smooth female voice? 


It mattered little, apparently these blokes wanted revenge, far be it for their taxi driver to tell them 
off. 


“All cleared” he said, trying to steady his voice. 


He flicked the switch for green light and, one by one, the hatches for each commando opened, 
sending them down to earth. It was a scary idea, the ground sliding away beneath you and falling 
from a height where you almost need a space suit... 


“Well, mate, is this what it's like being the driver for a goddamn battle royale battle bus?” 


Himiko Toga could not have been happier if she had tried. 


This was a goddamn honeymoon resort, all expenses paid, an almost deserted Hawaiian beach, just 
a few other couples absorbed in their own honeymoons, well-stocked buffet restaurants, that king 
size bed, everything they did there... 


Though they didn’t just have mind-blowing sex, love-making and fucking, they also toured the 
island of Maui; hiking in nature, going to other beaches, eating local food...they even went to see 
an All Might movie, which Izuku was completely hyped about and had loved, about a fight with a 
fictional nemesis, probably cause no actor would comfortably accept portraying All for One. 


Thinking of that, Toga mentally spat on All for One’s metaphorical grave, as in real life he was 
probably a few grams of scattered dust in the mountains of China. Good riddance, fucker. 


The All Might movie had been really entertaining, action packed and with a good amount of 
humour, the actor who played the hero was a really great guy, he apparently was pretty great in real 
life too and hadn't really needed to put on a lot of muscle for the film. Rock something? Toga 
didn’t really remember. 


Izuku had wholeheartedly approved of the casting and had only praise for the prop department; 
apparently, they had used one of All Might’s Silver Age suits for some scenes, with battle damage 
and everything! 


They held hands as they walked back to the hotel, swimsuits under their shorts, enjoying the hot, 
humid air. Halfway to the hotel they bought ice cream and ate it as they walked. 


For the thousandth time in this vacation, Toga felt truly blessed, relaxed and loved, like she was 
living in the moment, in the best life she could ever have. In a couple hours they would watch the 
sunset, get dinner, go to their room and... 


“Mommy, why is that girl making that face?” asked a small girl nearby. 
““She’s embarrassed because she’s holding hands with that boy!” said the mother. 
“T get it! She got his cooties!” 


Composing herself a bit with thoughts on something random, like the manufacture of graphic t- 
shirts, she smiled at the mother and daughter “It’s just the heat, I’d never be embarrassed to hold 
hands with Izu-Izu!” 


The daughter told her mother in a whisper “Eww, the cooties melted her brain!” 


So far, they hadn't interacted with that many people, just a few clerks, tourist guides and the hotel 
staff, so no one had really recognized them yet... “Holy fuck guys, is that the Deku?” said a dude 
in a group of surfers walking by them as they neared the hotel. 


“He is! Let’s talk to him!” A group of eight surfers, male and female, surrounded them, throwing 
Hawaiian surfer slang that Toga didn’t really understand, even with her good knowledge of 
English. 


“Oh man, you gotta sign my ‘board, you’re the best, dude!” said a guy well over two meters tall, 


giving Izu-Izu a marker and his surfboard. 


“That knife in that supervillain’s eye was gnarly, dudette” said a girl with dreadlocks, pulling Toga 
into a side-hug. Is this how it feels to have fans? It is really cool! 


“Where can we buy your merch, Deku? You tha man, man!” said a chubbier surfer. 


“There's a website with all my team’s merch, it’s in English too! Just look for “First Response 
Japan” and there’s a store section. One of the Business student’s helps us with that, we subcontract 
sales and legal. Mention that we met you and the guys will give you a discount!” 


One of the other surfers, one with a very retro mullet, asked “Can we buy your girl’s merch too?” 


Toga felt her cheeks burn in response to how flattered she felt, but she was composed enough to 
answer “I’m technically just a government worker now so no merch, sorry!” 


Then she thought for a moment and said, “But I can recommend a couple knives for every purpose 
you could ever need!” 


“That’s not really the kind of merch we want but thanks anyway!” 


“You’re cool, guys, keep fighting the bad guys!” The surfers finally went away, letting them 
continue on their way. Going through the hotel lobby and restaurant area, they walked over to the 
pools and beyond them, to the beach. 


An immaculate stretch of soft white sand met by azure waters, crashing in small waves on the 
shore. A few parasols sheltering pairs of deckchairs, occupied by a few other couples, some 
holding hands, some kissing, one couple drinking some cocktails... 


“Wanna build a sand castle?” asked Izuku with a soft smile, as they stashed their backpacks and 
took off their shirts, shorts and shoes. 


“Hell yeah, we'll build a fortress strong enough to survive dragons and ice zombies!” 


Toga felt herself breathing heavily when Izuku took off his shirt, even after seeing him completely 
naked she still felt giddy at seeing him shirtless. Izuku himself looked a bit flustered at her in a 
bikini, one of a few pairs which she had picked with some help from Mina Ashido. 


It wasn’t risqué or anything, just a normal bikini, but Izu-Izu had really liked it “Have I told you 
that I really like that bikini?” he said, as they started gathering some sand in front of their 
deckchairs. 


“Not with this one, I was getting worried you hadn't liked how purple looked on me!” 


His smile was brighter than the Hawaiian sun “Himiko, you’d look lovely even while wearing a 
sack of potatoes. And purple is great on you, really brings out your eyes.” She hadn't noticed they 
had gotten so close, so lost was she in his emerald eyes. Kissing distance! 


Apparently Izu-Izu had the same thought, as he met her lips halfway with his own. I fucking love 
kissing Izu-Izu! When they separated to breathe, Toga remembered “We were making a castle, 
weren’t we?” 


“Oh, yeah, true!” 


They picked up a bucket from the parasol and filled it with seawater, the cool waves giving her 


goosebumps as the water lapped around her feet. 


“Let’s start with a big tower in the middle!” said Toga as they massed a bunch of sand and tried to 
shape it into shape, maybe a big cylinder! She added some clumps of watered sand as turrets, and 
put some twigs as glorious banners. 


“Please imagine this have a green flag that says “Deku” flying in the wind!” said Toga as she got 
behind Izuku, who was digging the moat, and gave him a kiss on the back of the neck, your neck’s 
a goddamn snack, Izu-Izu. 


Their castle grew as they kept working, interrupted by a time or two or three of kissing, talking 
sweet nothings all along. As they discussed why coconuts sounded like horses walking when the 
halves were hit against each other, they finished. It was a sprawling fortress, with two walls around 
it, a couple moats they filled with seawater, many towers... 


Sunset was quickly approaching, the sky started to bleed in all shades of orange and red. Toga and 
Izuku played among the waves, splashing each other, swimming, carrying the other on their 
shoulders with the water’s help. 


The day was ending, and it brought a sudden feeling of sadness to Toga “I wish we could live like 
this forever, Izu-Izu...” she said, hugging him hard, burying her face in his chest. She held on, 
making sure it was all real, feeling with every sense she had; sight, touch, smell, hearing...she 
even kissed his skin to taste him. It was real. It was all real. 


They sat down to watch the sunset, cuddling in one of the deck chairs. Toga fidgeted with her 
prosthetic fingers, moving them as much as she could. 


They responded to subtle movement on her knuckles, palm and wrist to function, so she could hold 
stuff, but she still felt the phantom digits sometimes. 


As they watched the palette of red and orange, Toga felt a sense of unease. Something was... 
wrong. 


“We should get dressed, I think my instinct is telling me that we’ll miss the big fried shrimps.” The 
buffet served delicious shrimps, but the other hotel guests sometimes had their pick of the best 
ones! 


That was as good a reason to leave, wasn’t it? 


They put on their shorts and t-shirts on; they could wash the sand on the poolside showers before 
going in...And then they heard it. 


The whooshing sound of heavy objects tearing through the sky at high speed, followed by the 
sound a plastic bag full of air would make when popped open. 


Eight dark objects appeared in the sky, becoming bigger as they fell to earth. Meteors? The way 
they were moving was deliberate, it reminded Toga of... “Fuck, Izu-Izu! Enemies!” 


It was those commando assholes from the plane! Dropping from their wingsuit flight some forty 
meters unto the ground, the troopers crashed sending seawater and sand flying everywhere. Three 
on the left, one on the right, four at the front... 


“Tzu-Izu, get the civilians out of here! Pll buy some time” With a nod, Izuku leapt for the nearest 


couple. Using his Quirk, he could scoop them out and put them in a safer place. 


Meanwhile, Toga needed to make some cover; with their weapons, the Mountain Brigade fuckers 
had a huge advantage against her. 


She rummaged in her backpack for a few of the items she had requested for self-defence with the 
Agency’s Hawaii station; a normal-sized 9 mm pistol with a couple of extra magazines, a beautiful 
new knife, a big revolver she had requested as a joke, and a pair of goddamn grenades! 


The first one was a concussion grenade, so the shrapnel wouldn’t kill her... 


Toga had no idea what the blast would do with sand, but she needed cover before four machine 
guns ripped her to shreds. She tossed the primed grenade in front of her, directly into the castle she 
had built with Izuku, and covered her eyes. 


Her ears popped and a wave of sand hit her, but there was no time to complain. 


With the revolver on her right hand and the 9 mm on the left, she rushed to the hole produced by 
the explosion, a half-crystalized bowl of sand a meter deep. 


Vaulting in, she assessed the battlefield; the commando on the right was the closest one, then the 
ones on the left, on the front they were still wading ashore without taking aim yet. 


She had an idea to extend her lifespan for another minute or two... 


Taking aim, Toga threw her second grenade, a frag grenade, at the commandos on the left, hoping 
to scatter them and maybe kill one or two with some luck. 


Not pausing to watch if the grenade had done its job, she set the revolver’s iron sights on the 
commando on the right, aiming for the gun he was raising to shoot her; the armour was too thick to 
just kill them with her current weapons. And the ranger’s aim was deadly, with the big iron on his 
hip. Her shot missed the gun but hit his left thumb, somehow. 


The recoil is a bit more than I expected...She dropped the 9 mm and held on to the wheelgat with 
both hands, shooting again, aiming for the machine gun’s receiver. 


Her aim was too high, so her high-calibre shot smashed the gun’s scope, hitting the commando in 
the chest and stopping him for another second. One more...she squeezed the trigger carefully, as 
she let her breath out, between heartbeats. 


Right there! The bullet pierced the machine gun diagonally, slicing the machined steel at the spot 
where rounds were chambered, hitting the cartridge of the shot in the chamber. 


The cartridge ignited on impact, detonating the round and jamming the receiver with shreds of 
copper. The link to other rounds snapped, and as it flailed, the primers on a few of the rounds were 
impacted, causing further blasts. 


The commando discarded the gun and kept walking towards her. The thumb she had shot was 
clearly broken, twisted in an unnatural angle. 


At around the same time Toga let go of her third shot, a hail of gunfire almost got her, only ducking 
quickly saved her ass. A stray bullet whizzed just lightly touching her skin, not even cutting her, 
just leaving a bruise by the temperature. She took a peak to the left side, firing off the three shots 
still on the revolver’s wheel at the two advancing commandos. 


A miss, a hit square in the chest (useless), and one in the eye, which made the commando hesitate 
before advancing, stumbling a bit. The eyes are a weak spot, if I blind them, they can’t hit me. 


They were close, too close. Her fingers fumbled as she loaded the revolver, stupid prosthetic! She 
switched hands and got it loaded. The commando on the right was closer, so she peaked to that 
side; he had unholstered a machine pistol and fired a burst just above the hole. 


If only I could fight him up close...She poked out from cover, firing a quick shot at the soldier’s 
face, making his head move back a bit. They’re fucking resilient! 


He was too close, she couldn’t worry about the other commandos...she shot all five rounds 
remaining at his hands, hoping to replicate the shot on his machinegun. 


A shot managed to tear off his middle finger, and he switched hands as four other shots snapped 
off his thumb even further and lodged into his leg. The final shot must have made it to the wrist, as 
the commando dropped the machine pistol. 


Undisturbed, the soldier just rushed over to the hole, jumping in with Toga. Right where I wanted 
you, fucker. The commando started with a punch aimed at her head, to stun her before grappling 
and either bashing her skull in or strangling her head off, but Toga was expecting something like 
that. 


She unsheathed her knife and stabbed the elbow joint in a single movement, rolling as soon as the 
stab connected. The hole in the sand was small, and with the commando’s size, he occupied most 
of it, giving him little room to manoeuvre. 


With her quick roll, Toga had positioned herself on the commando’s right side, behind him. His 
arm was still outstretched giving Toga access to the weak spot in the armpit, so she stabbed, 
twisting the knife inside, slicing through his artery and trying to puncture his lungs as well. 


The commando did not die quietly, thrashing about, trying to kill her before dying, but Toga was in 
his blind spot and moved quickly. 


If I use this one as a human shield, will I survive? Toga positioned herself under the corpse, hoping 
the armour would delay the other commandos in killing her. Just as she saw the muzzles of three 
machine guns looking down on her, she heard one of the most beautiful sounds in the world 
“Smash!” 


She closed her eyes as sand flew everywhere. She heard bursts from the machine guns, gusts of 
compressed air from Izuku, the sound of metal bending, ceramic armour plates shattering and 
bones crushing. 


She pushed off the corpse and rose to see Izuku standing over three crumpled Mountain Brigade 
troopers. One was still moving, reaching for his pistol, so Izuku snapped a burst of air behind him, 
sending the commando flying right onto Izuku’s knee. 


““We’re on vacation here!” he yelled as he kicked the other two to check they were dead...No, he 
was Izuku, he checked they were knocked out! 


“Himiko, we have to get the tourists away, there’s still four left and I think one has a missile 
launcher!” He was all bruised and had a few cuts, sexy...sexy and so, so rugged. 


“Tl get the hotel safe, you can take them?” 


He smiled at her with so much confidence “Yeah! Though I really shouldn’t Air Force Smashes 


with the sand, it got in my eye! Another thing, call the Agency, they need to know this!” 


Izuku leapt up in the air to take on the four remaining commandos, landing among them with an 
earth-shaking shockwave. As much as Toga wanted to see her Izu-Izu in action, it’s hot as fuck 
when he fights, she had to get the hotel safe, those other couples had to be protected. 


She ran to the pool area, where the couples on the beach and pools, and the hotel staff assigned to 
those areas, were hiding behind a thick wall. “Everyone, we have to get to safety, we must move 
inside. My boyfriend’s the hero Deku and he is engaging the terrorists in combat, we have a chance 
to get away!” 


Toga led the couples and hotel staff back inside, where some security personnel were starting to 
gather. “Those 9-millimetre pistols won’t even tickle those guys. You can only help by getting the 
civilians to safety, in order and calmly, alright?” 


Maybe her killer eyes intimidated them into action, or the authority she put in her voice, but the 
security officers complied, and started leading the almost two hundred guests and all the hotel staff 
away to safety. She walked with them to the front entrance as patrol cars started arriving. 


An officer with a pineapple head was the first to talk to her “I’m commissioner Kahale, what’s 
happening?” 


She fished the temporary badge Holy Diver had given her “There’s a half a squad of Ndege 
Mweusi’s Mountain Brigade commandos on the beach. I’m agent Oni with the Agency, here’s my 
badge and all, my boyfriend’s the hero Deku, he’s fighting them. We already took down half of 
them. My Izu-Izu can take them on, but just for public safety we need a safety cordon and to get 
other heroes here, just as a precaution.” 


She had just stopped the request when Izuku rushed beside her, extending a hand with his Hero 
License. “We... need some chains or something. And that claw-thing firemen use to open cars, 
and some paramedics.” 


A team of paramedics, a handful of police officers and even some brave hotel staff accompanied 
Izuku and Toga as they rushed back to the beach, where Izuku had piled the unmoving bodies of 
the commandos. 


Minutes later, they bound the five survivors with chains, removing their armour with the rescue 
claws, and took them to the hospital, where a strong hero would watch over each of them. By then, 
Toga had managed to establish the video call to the Agency headquarters, calling old Texas Red 
directly. 


The old man picked up, looking completely battered. 
“Boss! You alright?” Toga asked, in dismay at seeing the old man had been attacked. 


“Those fuckers landed through the fucking roof! Y’all know how many floors that is to my office? 
Two! They got the Director and two dozen of our people. Good men and women. I had breakfast 
with some of them this morning, I even went hunting with others...” 


His features were full of grief and loss “I killed them. All eight of them Mountain Brigade rats. I 
gunned down the one that attacked me, and I hunted the rest. I had the bigger gun. I wish I had 
been faster. Y’all kiddos alright?” 


They answered in unison “Yes, sir’. 


“They knew where to hit us. There’s something very fishy here and I don’t like it. I need you to 
stay where you are until the situation is dealt with, I fear P’1] have to hunt down a rat.” The call was 
cut short. 


“Well, it’s getting a bit cold, you think the police will let us go back to our room?” asked Izuku. 


“They better, we dealt with a pretty big threat in minutes. And I really felt I was going to die, so I 
really need some “alone time” with you.” She winked at him 


“We were going to make love either way, Himiko!” 


The police budged and started allowing all the guests back after an hour of cleaning the beach from 
bullets and cartridges. Thankfully, no shots had made it to the hotel. 


So, an hour and a half after a fight to the death, a good shower and change of clothes Toga and 
Izuku finally got on with their night, and everything they had planned for it. 


Blow your cover 


Chapter Notes 


Another action scene, another mood piece, this time "The Hunter" from the Assassin's 
Creed Rogue soundtrack, fits nicely. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Shinsooooooou why do you always go alone to that café? We could do twice the surveillance if 
we went together” told him Mina Ashido as he prepared to leave the team’s van for his observation 
post, the cat café. 


It had clear line of sight of the building and not too many people, just that girl, Maria. In a way, he 
had started to really enjoy her presence after talking just a bit every time they met in the café, she 
was really unobtrusive, and had quite a bit of insight and cleverness about her. 


Was he making another friend, or could this maybe even be something...more? He didn’t know, 
and something in the back of his mind was uneasy, he felt embarrassed to tell his squad mates 
about Maria, but he also was starting to become just a tiny bit suspicious of the British 
programming student. 


Whenever he caught her eyes without her noticing, he could see fear in them. Real fear, not just 
unease or social anxiety. She had seen something that had shaken her to the core, something 
haunted her. 


A part of him wished nothing more than to reassure her that everything was alright, but he really 
had a weird feeling that the cause might be unexpected, maybe dangerous. 


“Sorry Ashido, there's a patron there who’s a bit suspicious, and I think we might spook her if 
more of us show up.” 


Ashido’s expression changed slightly when he had mentioned the suspicious person was a “she”, 
he couldn’t really identify what that meant...annoyance? 


“If they really are suspicious, get them talking and I'll walk in in ten minutes to back you up.” 


She probably wasn’t going to relent, and he trusted her instincts “Alright. Ten minutes then. If 
nothing happens, Ill take you to dinner again. Deal?” 


Five days of working with Ashido, long hours on stakeout and researching; it all was making her 
seem much less annoying...had she changed? Was he getting used to her? Something else? 


If anything, it made him want to really sit down and seriously think about things, for once. Maybe, 
if the world didn’t collapse and break into a third world war... 


“You’re smiling weird at me, Shinsou, everything alright?” 


He hadn't noticed it, “My smile is always weird, I just remembered a really bad joke, so bad it 
made me smile.” 


She smiled back at him “This one was different, like really hopeful.” 


“Huh, guess I’ve gotta think more of why that chicken crossed the road, eh? It was really 
contextual, but it was because of All Might.” He could play it cool, he hadn't smiled thinking of 
Ashido, had he? “It was Izuku’s joke.” 


Ashido giggled a bit, she had probably heard one of two of those jokes. 


“Tl get to it, then?” With a superhuman effort to initiate human contact, he gave Ashido a friendly 
pat on the back. Friends do that, don’t they? 


He got off the van where a pair of FBI agents monitored some cameras and microphones around 
the target building, a third, one from the NSA, spoke to the other heroes on the mission and typed 
furiously on a computer. 


The cat café was two blocks away, and he had some spring on his step as he walked, feeling very 
motivated for some reason. Was it Ashido? The girl in the café? The mission? Good sleep? He 
wasn’t sure. 


As always, Maria met him on the counter “Alright, mate? How’s your day going?” He was 
learning quite a few British idioms from their short conversations, the “Alright” was a greeting, or 
at least he was 60% sure it was. 


"All good, how about you?” 


She gave him that sort of shy, sort of flirty smile that he was starting to really like, “Peachy. How's 
your book?” 


“T’m getting to the best part. Have any suggestions for what to read next?” 


She replied “Hmm...maybe I can think of one or two, tell ya in a bit, Pll think of one Id really 
recommend.” She winked at him and took her hot chocolate to her usual table. 


Shinsou ordered and got his tea and sat on a table close to Maria. He tried reading his book, but he 
was really thinking about her, if she would somehow be connected with the mission. His instinct 
told him to be on guard; was it just the reticence to develop a crush on someone? 


Classic literature was no match for all the thoughts on his head, at the very least he managed to 
keep an eye on the time. On the corner of his eye, he noticed Maria pocket a USB stick and then 
she got up and approached him. 


“T had an idea, a real classic; Meditations by Marcus Aurelius...really fits with your strong, silent 
type, innit?” She laughed nervously, taking his arm in her hands as she did so. 


“Tm really bad at this, I’m a bit of an anxious wreck, to be honest, but bloody hell...would you 
give me your number?” 


“Hey Shin...sou. Eh?” Shinsou looked behind to see Ashido looking at his arm with a puzzled, 
uneasy face...the arm Maria had in her hands. “We uhhh...wanted our eh, drinks?” 


She looked like she wanted to be anywhere else...were her eyes brighter or... 
“Ts that a friend of yours, Hitoshi?” 


Shinsou didn’t know what feeling crossed Ashido’s eyes, but he didn’t think he could bear seeing 


it again “She’s Mina, one of my closest friends.” 


He slid his arm as smoothly as he could from Maria’s hands; he was getting very uncomfortable 
and did not like being in the centre of attention. 


“Let’s get the guys’ coffees.” Ashido followed him to the counter, but they didn’t walk more than 
two steps before he saw a distant flash of light reflected off a spoon. 


“Get down!” he yelled at Ashido, while he jumped to get Maria to safety behind a wall. 


That light was a missile, engulfing the parking lot outside in flame and shattering the window. The 
explosion hadn't sent shrapnel inside, luckily, and it looked like none of the cats had been harmed. 
If there is a God out there, thanks for that, they are good Kitties. 


In his arms he held Maria protectively “Bloody hell!’ she said as she figured out what had 
happened “Did you just save me? Skip the mobile number and just marry me already.” 


“You're alright. Stay behind this wall, Pll check on you in a sec.” 


Marry me? Did she hit her head? He would have been lying if he had told anyone that his heart 
hadn't skipped a beat when hearing those words. 


But there was no time. “Ashido? Ashido! Fuck it... MINA!” he yelled, looking around for her. The 
café was filled with smoke...where was she? Was she alright? J have to find her. He saw a figure 
trying to stand up in the fog “Mina!” he called, rushing beside her. 


Ashido coughed and looked at him with teary eyes “Just...why?” Shinsou didn’t care for personal 
space, awkwardness or anything else, he just wrapped Ashido in his arms, pulling her in for a hug 
“You're okay? Nothing else matters, you’re okay?” 


Her eyes were really full of tears... “I'll be fine.” 


She was sobbing, and her voice had cracked “Get off me, we have a...we have a job to do.” She 
weakly pushed him away, pulling a radio earpiece and putting it on. 


Even as tears streamed, she tried to keep her voice steady “Get an ambulance on observation post 
C, we have a possible concussion and a...some cats inhaled a lot of smoke. Something’s 
happening.” 


Mina Ashido was pretty damn happy, that idea of Shinsou asking her for dinner if nothing unusual 
happened in his watch sure excited her. He had seemed a bit more...relaxed around her lately. Was 
it just getting more used to him? 


Mina didn’t know if that was the case or if she was subconsciously adapting to better communicate 
with him. 


Those long hours on the observation van were paying off in her mind; she had even gotten a couple 
of conversations with him about some pretty deep topics, like the possibility of alien life and a very 
passionate one about morality and heroics. 


It was actually really attractive the way his face sort of “came alive” when he really got into a 


topic. 


Mina was way past a crush now, she was beginning to develop real feelings for him. Beyond the 
gruff manner he sometimes had and how he called her annoying at times, he actually had a really 
sweet side to him that really had time to shine when he interacted with animals and children. 


She saw a very...pure glow in his face in those moments, like a faint glimmer of hope pushing 
through the many problems he was still not comfortable enough to discuss, trauma he was still not 
ready to share. 


Ten minutes and then I go get you, sounds like a good plan! But they hadn't specified if it was ten 
minutes after he left the van or entered the café... 


Maybe she could be impatient this time. Mina got up from her seat, opened the sliding door and 
started making her way to the cat café. 


She had actually been there once, with Neko, before the cats had started hissing at their sort-of- 
relative, and she had found the place cosy and charming, with a very relaxed atmosphere. She kind 
of got why Shinsou would like spending time there. 


As she approached, she saw the silhouettes of only two clients from the windows, Shinsou and the 
“Suspicious Person”. Mina wasn’t sure what that woman did that would make Shinsou’s instincts 
think something was wrong, so she was more than ready to kick ass if needed. 


Underneath her clothes she had a “travel version” of her hero suit, discretely hiding her acid 
launchers and her slider shoes and allowing her to react very quickly. 


Shinsou had packed something similar, wearing a resistant grey suit underneath his clothes, a pair 
of tactical gloves in his jacket pocket, a capture weapon bracelet, and an extending bo-staff in his 
side pocket. 


Hmm...they are sitting kind of close, considering how empty the café is. Weird. She walked closer, 
to where she could more easily peer inside. There were still a few minutes more to go. 


She saw Shinsou start to get a little restless, not really concentrating on his book, weirder, and 
shooting a couple glances at the suspicious person, a sort of tall girl with black hair with a silver 
stripe, thick rimmed glasses and dark lipstick. She was dressed in a sort of grungy way, with that 
certain effortless way of pulling off an outfit that European girls had. 


The girl was working on a computer that seemed powerful and expensive, if her knowledge of 
gaming computers still was current (her brother really enjoyed PC gaming!). 


She didn’t really look very threatening, but then again Mina didn’t really have the face of a person 
who could melt a truck with her own powers. She looks kinda lanky, I can probably kick her ass 
easy if there ’s any trouble. 


Mina kept watching intently. The girl kept an eye on Shinsou and made sure that he wasn’t 
looking and took a few slow breaths. Was she...hyping herself? With a final breath, the girl stood 
up and walked up to Shinsou, her step deliberate. He stood up to meet her, for some reason. 


I don’t like this...She opened the door and walked towards them, not being particularly quiet or 
anything. They were talking really close, that could be to stab him with a knife or something! 


As she approached, she finally heard their conversation . “I’m really bad at this, I’m a bit of an 
anxious wreck, to be honest, but bloody hell...would you give me your number?” What? No... 


“Hey Shin...sou. Eh?” J have to think something to say...oh god, I'm being jealous? I don’t want 
to! It made Ochako so scary, and I don’t want to be anything like Toga or...Why? 


What’s happening, why is she holding his arm? Why doesn’t he move away? He doesn’t like 
touching people, he’s okay with this? “We uhhh...wanted our eh, drinks?” She sort of remembered 
Shinsou’s cover story... 


“Ts that a friend of yours, Hitoshi?” the girl was looking at her, judging her. There was some anger 
behind her eyes for being interrupted, and she was aiming it directly at her. 


Mina felt like she was in some sort of nightmare; someone else was confessing to her crush, had 
her hands wrapped around his arm...and he was just accepting it. It seemed like he had even been 
smiling. 


“She’s Mina, one of my closest friends.” Shinsou had finally said her first name and had said she 
was Close to him...why did she feel so unimportant, so powerless? He’s moving away from her... 
thank God. She felt her eyes begin to water. Not now, not now! 


Mina tried to catch Shinsou’s eyes, she was sure she could understand what was happening if she 
saw his eyes...but he was looking at the distance, overwhelmed, pained. 


“Let’s get the guys’ coffees.” He finally said, still not meeting her gaze. He started walking, and 
she fell in by his side. We’/l sort it out, it’ll be alright. 


Then Mina heard Shinsou draw a sharp breath, and their eyes met “Get down!” he yelled. 


Adrenalin shot all over in her brain. She saw a rocket propelled grenade flying slowly at the 
parking lot, she saw all the cats in the vicinity jumping away, their fur on end. She saw Shinsou 
look at her for an instant before jumping in to save the suspicious girl. 


She felt her legs tense and release as she leapt behind a sturdy sofa. Mina felt her eyes water and 
burn as the air filled with dark smoke, her ears pop with the blast, the smell of sulphur fill her 
nostrils. 


She had fallen on her ribs, knocking the air out of her lungs. She tried drawing in more air, but it 
was already full of smoke, making her choke. She tried to stand...and slipped. 


Mina made it to one knee when Shinsou rushed over, shouting her name over the “Eeeeeeeeech” 
sound the explosion had left in her ringing ears. You jumped away from me, Shinsou “Just...why?” 
I thought I was...maybe... 


He pulled her in for a hug. This is not how I wanted it to be...I’m...I’m...no, no. She was crying. It 
wasn’t the smoke stinging her eyes. Does he even care at all...I...I can’t be weak now. She did her 
best not to just break down even more. 


Shinsou was saying something “...is all that matters...” J couldn’t hear all, “all that matters”...the 
mission?” 


She had to pull herself together. /’m a hero first. 


“Tll be fine.” She coughed and sobbed a bit, “Get off me, we have a...we have a job to do.” She 
pushed him away, for the last time? I don’t even know. Damn you, damn these feelings, damn it 
all. Just the job. Just the job. 


She got to her feet shakily and produced a radio earpiece, placing it on her right ear, which could 


almost hear normal sounds by now, and said “Get an ambulance on observation post C, we have a 
possible concussion and a...some cats inhaled a lot of smoke. Something’s happening.” 


She checked on the barista, who had bumped her head while diving for cover, and the cats, who 
were agitated but mostly fine. 


Shinsou had gotten up and moved around to look for the girl and had come back alone “She’s 
gone, I think she ran away.” 


Mina had to focus on the mission, an uninjured civilian wasn’t priority. “Get the barista outside, 
Ill rush to the target building. If they are attacking, it is now. Get the others to find the shooter.” 
She had probably never talked so coldly to anyone in her life, but he was right, all that mattered 
was the mission. 


With some slick acid on her feet, she slid out the door and sped towards the government offices. 
The terrorists’ target could be any floor, so the hero team had placed sensors on each. 


“Where are they?” she yelled on her earpiece. 


“Three contacts going in, Jaeger’s on the way too. One’s going for the stairs.”” Mina wasn’t going 
fast enough, an attack on the building itself would be too fast to stop. 


A gravel parking lot separated her from the building, a chain-link fence on each end. Mina shot 
two streams of highly corrosive acid, melting a hole in the fence without slowing down. 


“This is Mindtrick, I’ ve cornered the shooter by the highway overpass. Wait he’s got a...” 


A small explosion, followed by the sound of a huge structure collapsing. Shinsou, NO! Mina 
looked towards the sound, stumbling and hitting her knee with a car door. Don’t die...I...no, don’t 
die! 


“’,.Mindtrick again, get ambulances here, it’s getting ugly... need the ambulance, NOW. Stop the 
traffic on that highway!” He was alive! Mina could breathe again. Things...were bad, but at least 
he was alive. 


“Fourth floor, the perp is heading for the computers!” said Neko on her earpiece. Catlike agility, 
enhanced vision and smell, and a fluffy tail...mattered littke when it was vital to relay important 
information. 


Fourth floor, I can...Ramp! Mina saw a ramp truck, the kind used to carry cars and bikes, at the 
end of the parking lot. Don’t fail me now, high school level maths. 


Picking up speed, Mina skated over the last few meters and launched herself up in the air with the 
ramp, twisting her body like a skier, aiming for the glass wall of the building's fourth floor. As she 
flew through the air, she pointed her right arm at the glass, sending a jet of extra-strong acid with 
Hatsume’s launcher-nozzle gauntlet. Baby number 806! 


The nozzle seemed better pressurized than the one manufactured by Ryukyu’s support division, 
and made a hole big enough for her to fall through without cutting herself. 


She landed with a roll and kept going. On the first day they had gotten to know every nook and 
cranny of the building, so she knew a little “shortcut”; a thin plaster wall on each end of a cubicle 
area and beyond the computer room was just a short turn to the right. 


Mina gathered some of her acid on her left launcher, selected the scattershot option and shot. 


The acid crumbled on the edges of a hexagon, about two meters tall, with a slightly larger blob of 
acid melting a weak point in the middle. Mina shouldered through the thing, crumbling plaster, as 
if it had been mere curtain and continued on her sprint through the cubicles, repeating the process 
on the other side. 


By this point she had ditched her jacket and t-shirt, and melted a few holes on her jeans, which 
were Starting to strain a bit from all the movement. Good thing she had her costume underneath! 


Skidding on the turn, Mina made it to the computer room. The door had been locked hastily, and 
she melted through with ease, pulling the heavy steel door after. “Whoever you are, just surrender. 
I’m in a really bad mood so I’m not really myself at the moment, alright? So come out!” 


She saw a tall woman in a boiler suit wearing a plastic mask, depicting the clown mascot of the 
biggest hamburger franchise in the world. The terrorist woman just answered with her pistol, 
sending a few potshots as she tried to unlock the computer terminal. 


“Initiating session...welcome administrator!” read the terminal, just as Mina rushed the terrorist 
from cover to cover, counter attacking with acid streams with a much lower, non-lethal Ph; she 
might be angry, but she wasn’t melting anyone’s face off! 


The terrorist took a USB stick from her pockets and plugged it in, before dashing for the far side of 
the room, where the emergency exit was located. 


I can catch her or stop her program. Stop the program! Mina rushed to the terminal, which had a 
progress bar “Two percent uploaded...”. 


There ’s only one way I can stop this...Mina shot a stream of highly corrosive acid at the power 
cables. “I stopped a virus, I think. Get me some techies, please! And there’s a terrorist with a clown 
mask loose, she slipped past me!” 


God, what a mess. I hope everyone else is okay. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Overpass 


Chapter Notes 
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Shinsou scanned the horizon outside the café, looking for signs of the attacker. A scope glint...I’ve 
got you. A scope on a short building across the street, glinting as the user ran away. Three meters 
of capture weapon were enough to reach a handhold and clamber up the building’s roof. The chase 
is on, fucker. 


The attacker had ditched his RPG as he ran, it looked like a recent Russian model. Shinsou was 
fast on his feet, he had practice going against lida and Izuku, who were much faster than the stocky 
individual running across the rooftops in front of him. 


Shinsou started to catch up, and he could identify more of his opponent; military style clothing, 
black coloured, a battle rifle slung on his back, a shiny pistol on his right hip. Gold rings on most 
fingers. Some sort of mask, tied behind the head. Heavy boots. 


“You’re done!” he yelled as he neared the terrorist, they were running out of roof. The man just 
jumped off, rolling to absorb the shock. That was easily twenty feet, you maniac. 


Shinsou spotted a cable that could make him catch up even quicker running parallel to the 
terrorist...using the capture weapon bracelet, Shinsou used the cable as a zipline, flying by until he 
was above the enemy. Then Shinsou dropped on him, tackling him as they both fell, ripping the 
rifle away and throwing it far. 


With the extended bracelet he tried to catch the man’s neck, force him to surrender, but it only 
caught a pair of hands, and Shinsou was thrown overhead to the pavement. My fucking ribs! 


In a second the terrorist was on him, a luchador mask depicting a skull covering his entire face, 
even his eyes. The man had a long knife on hand and got on top of Shinsou, aiming to stab him in 
the heart. 


It took both of Shinsou’s arms to stop Skull Face’s knife, which left the enemy with a free fist. A 
punch connected with Shinsou’s temple, shaking his brain and making him dizzy. Then the fist 
attacked his already hurt ribs, knocking out whatever air was left. The third punch went for his gut, 
making him double over in pain. 


“Wait! Just tell me your name and I'll let you go.” 
I just need a second. “...” the man didn’t answer. 


“Were it so easy” Shinsou moved suddenly, twisting his abdomen and hips and moving sideways, 
letting the knife fall and get caught on the ground. With a single fluid movement of the short 
capture weapon he caught the knife, threw it away, and wrapped it around the terrorist’s hands. 


With the next move, he slammed the man’s hands against the concrete floor while pushing him off 
with his legs. 


Now just to subdue him...Three meters was enough to try and immobilise the terrorist’s legs as 
well, since the choke had failed earlier. There was another option; use the opponent’s weapons. 
Shinsou released the man’s hands and caught his pistol, pulling it away before he could reach it. 


Shinsou caught the gaudy, ornamented gun in his left hand and aimed at the villain’s centre mass. 
“This is Mindtrick, ’ ve cornered the shooter by the highway overpass.” 


The terrorist moved his head in a way that made his skull mask look almost like it smiled, and with 
unexpected dexterity produced a sort of transceiver... “Wait, he’s got a detonator...Drop it! Now!” 


Shinsou aimed for the detonator and fired, but the terrorist was faster and pressed the button before 
the bullet reached. On the overpass above, one of the columns glowed orange as an explosion 
rocked it, starting a collapse of that section of the bridge. 


“Mindtrick again, get ambulances here, it’s getting ugly!” The section of bridge, a good six meters 
wide and twice as long, fell on top of a patch of grass underneath the overpass. 


The cars on it bounced as the bridge fell, some falling to the grass, some crashing. And then a car 
fell, smashing on the ground below. “NO!” he yelled, rushing in to the car. 


“T need the ambulance, NOW. Stop the traffic on that highway!” Above, he saw a bike going 
ridiculously fast make the jump, skidding over on the other end. “Please, they’re driving too fast! 
Stop them!” 


The doors on the car didn’t budge, and the smell of gasoline was starting to fill the air. No, no, no! 
It’s gonna explode...He took out his extendable bo-staff and bashed the windows in, shattering the 
glass in a few desperate strikes. 


He ejected the driver first, who was unconscious and seemed to have quite a few broken bones. 
Then the passenger, a woman, conscious, who was screaming “My foot! I can’t feel my foot!” 


He leveraged the piece of door holding her foot, allowing her to crawl out. The foot was mangled 
horribly; Shinsou didn’t think the doctors would be able to save it. “My son. Save my son, please!” 
pleaded the woman. 


Shinsou smashed the back window with renewed strength. With every strike he saw every child 
that lived in his turf in Tokyo, every one of them was this child. He couldn’t fail, he had to save the 
kid. 


The window shattered, and Shinsou crawled through the shards of glass to free the kid from the 
seatbelt. He was approximately seven years old, panicking, and it looked like he had both arms 
broken. “I’m going to get you out! You will be alright!” 


Shinsou dragged the squealing child out into safety, upon further inspection the kid’s ribs were 
shattered as well, from the impact. “It will be okay! I am here, I am here!” maybe from All Might 
it would have been enough to reassure the child. 


Shinsou was scared, there were tears in his eyes. Behind him, the car burst into flames. 


He had saved this family from the wreckage, but they needed paramedics immediately. “The 
ambulance!” 


From a distance, he heard a heavily accented voice “Don’t you know? It is quicker to get a pizza 
than an ambulance in this country.” The terrorist. A shot rang in the air, missing the poor child by 
an inch. The next shot would not miss. 


He had to fight, he had to protect the innocents. He needed a ranged option...a piece of metal torn 
from the exploding car, it would reach further than his capture weapon. 


In a single movement he picked up the shard of metal and threw it at the terrorist, the shard 
lodging in his right arm with a spray of blood. The man started to flee. J can capture him, bring 
him to justice! He could chase the villain, catch him, end him. 


But he heard the child whimpering in fear behind. He had a bigger duty. A couple of officers 
rappelled down from a helicopter and started placing stop signs above. 


“This is officer Templeton, we’ ve set up a checkpoint on top of the bridge...we’re stopping traffic 
but...Jesus Christ, he’s not braking! Get out the way!” 


Another car fell down at full speed, a two-door sports car. “NO!” Shinsou was the only first 
responder, he had to get the occupants to safety as well. By now the terrorist had made it away, but 
it wasn’t the priority. 


He pried open the doors and ejected a young couple. They were unconscious, he thought, as he 
examined their heavy wounds. The car had one of its ceramic brakes in horrible conditions; the 
couple had not been able to slow down effectively. 


The driver was a young man, of medium height and build, with dark green hair. The passenger was 
a woman of about the same age, her most distinguishing feature being her silvery hair. 


None of them responded, so he started taking their pulse. It was so faint...the ambulance made it 
finally, a team of paramedics spreading around. They put an IV on the kid and stopped the bleeding 
with gauze, put his parents on stretchers and got them in the ambulance. 


A pair of paramedics started working on the young couple, checking their vitals and starting 
resuscitation. A minute in, the girl woke up, spitting blood. The green haired young man didn’t 
wake up. 


“Please! Don’t die! We’re here!” yelled Shinsou at the unresponsive boy. He didn’t see him 
anymore, with the green hair he saw Izuku instead, dead on the pavement because he had hesitated. 
The paramedic stopped “He’s gone.” 


There were several wounded at the government building, but no casualties. Mina Ashido gave her 
report to the FBI guys from the van, who had joined them in the building. 


As she finished, they asked “Do you know the consequences of taking this computer offline, 
Ashido? The entire state depends on it for complex control, and it is connected with the 
government mainframe. If the virus found on that USB stick hadn't been so dangerous, we would 
be discussing taking away your Hero license, even thinking of jail time for you. But this is a 
dangerous time and you managed to choose a lesser evil, so you will not be our scapegoat.” 


The second agent added “At least this time.” 
So, she had stopped the hack and she got shit for it? Unfair! 


At least she was really calm now, all the adrenalin wearing off made her feel relaxed, in a way. A 
“fainting very, very slowly over the course of two hours” way. Mina felt like everything was 
slipping away, all the confused feelings she had felt before the fight. 


The best way to clear up her head would probably be to have a long, serious talk with Shinsou; she 


had to let him know that she had feelings for him, not just bottle up those feelings and letting them 
explode as jealousy or anger. 


“Where’s Shinsou?” she asked Jaeger, the German hero who had shot one of the two other 
terrorists and kneecapped the other. Neko had taken over for one of the radio operators, who had 
suffered an anxiety attack with the report his family had been injured at the bridge. 


Jaeger, who looked like a igh Century soldier combined with a cyborg, just said “Still at bridge.” 


Mina hitched a ride with a rubble removal crew bound for the scene, who were quite intrigued with 
her. Apparently, the US had less heroes in proportion to their population, even accounting for the 
different ratios of Quirked to Quirkless. 


As she arrived, she saw a chaotic scene, with cars still stuck on the bridge above with the police 
trying to back them up in order. 


Below the bridge, on the grassy area where the overpass section had fallen on, crews of firemen 
worked to release all drivers and passengers, policemen had formed a security perimeter, 
paramedics were everywhere to give medical attention to those who needed it. 


“What is the situation?” she asked the nearest officer. 


“Tt’s a goddamn miracle, it is. Only one guy died because his brakes were busted in a previous car 
crash. And the hero who was first at the scene coordinated everything lightning-fast, so a ton of 
lives were saved. But the city is in chaos, and the Police Department is stretched thin, hell, the 
whole nation seems to be in chaos.” 


Mina would probably need to check the news or something later, but right now she needed to talk 
to Shinsou. She had everything in her mind ready, all she wanted to say, how she would ask him... 


Mina saw his familiar indigo hair as he sat on the ground, his face in his hands, a trauma blanket 
covering him. The police had said he had succeeded, but he didn’t look like he had won in his 
mind. 


She approached slowly. His shoulders were shaking, and she heard a small sound, like shallow 
breathing. ..it couldn’t be, could it? Mina put a hand on Shinsou’s shoulder, gently. 


He took his hands away from his face and looked up. His eyes were bloodshot and that faint 
glimmer of hope she sometimes had seen was gone completely. He shook his head, swallowed 
hard, and said “I have to go, I’m sorry.” 


One moment he had been so vulnerable and the next he was moving on, despite how hurt he 
looked? “Wait! You don’t look okay, Shinsou, you should rest.” 


His face was just seconds away from breaking into crying, it seemed “I’m really sorry, I want to 
talk about it and rest and be alright, but I just...I just can’t.” 


He was up and moving away until Mina caught his hand “Please stay” she said, softly. Please stay, 
for me. I can’t stand to see you like this. I want to tell you that you didn’t fail...because I want you 
to tell me the same thing. 


“T...need to see the...the survivors. I need to take some time alone. I'm sorry.” 


He moved away from her, walking away in what may appear to be confident steps. The public 
can’t see you be vulnerable, is that it? Shinsou got on an ambulance and was gone. 


It would have been easier if it had just been my crush drama with him, not whatever is going on 
right now. Mina felt deflated, unmotivated and very hungry. She should probably ask some police 
officers for a bite to eat, at least. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Austin Aftermath 


Chapter Notes 
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Maria felt angry enough to shout at the Sicario on the other side of the phone “You almost killed 
me, you bloody idiot!” 


On the phone, she heard a sigh as if saying “God give me patience” and then the Sicario, Garcia, 
replied “I know my RPG’s, girl, you were never in danger, not even from the glass breaking. Even 
if your little friend hadn't swept you off your feet to “safety”...” 


Maria could almost hear the air quotes “...you would have been fine. Your boy is some sort of 
hero or vigilante, though, so I had to shoot at a child to get away.” 


“What the ever-loving FUCK drove you to do that, mate?” Maria may be a criminal, working for 
pieces of shit, but shooting a child on purpose? 


“T missed, and anyway, it wouldn’t be the first and likely won’t be the last kid I kill. If I hadn't, that 
purple hair pendejo could have actually caught me, he seemed resourceful enough and the way he 
looked at the motorcycle I stole...he knows how to use them. I’Il ask the bosses if the guy’ll be a 
problem, kill him if he will.” 


Maria wouldn’t have it, she liked Hitoshi “First of all, his hair is INDIGO coloured, you uncultured 
swine. Second, if you kill him out of the blue it will be too suspicious. Third, I don’t want you to 
kill him anyway.” 


“Whatever, I'll ask the bosses anyway, you can deal with him meanwhile.” 


Maria was bloody done with the Mexican killer, a simple bomb scare on a library or something 
would have been enough distraction, maybe even better. The Sicario hung up the phone, and Maria 
walked into the hospital. 


Oh, I'll deal with him alright, I still feel my heartbeat ridiculously fast and this sensation of being 
able to do anything...I can ask him for a drink, yeah! Maria smiled bitterly, remembering the days 
when her only problem was her social anxiety, not being hunted by governments and spies. 


A notification on her phone made her take it out again; files 2/100 uploaded. What a happy 
accident! Sorry, Blackbird, it appears that I erased myself from their databases but couldn’t get 
your virus in on time. The heroine who had shot acid at her had somehow made her a favour... 
maybe if she had seen her with a bit more detail, she could have later thanked her. Now Ndege 
Mweusi has one less card to play, I’m almost free. 


She walked to the ER in the hospital, ignored by nurses and doctors alike. Just another girl, shaken 
and stressed...as much as she thought her attire was unique and cyberpunk, it wasn’t distinctive 
enough to really draw attention. She had earlier stashed the boiler suit and rubber mask in an alley 
and picked up a different jacket, as the one she had been wearing smelled of gunpowder. 


Her eyes scanned the ER waiting room, her Quirk unconsciously making connections in words and 
numbers she saw, and then she saw him, leaving an operating room, his eyes tired and grieved. 
“Uhhh...oi! Hitoshi, oi!” she said, calling his attention. Hitoshi’s eyes met her own, instantly 
getting filled with concern and warmth. He “ll be the death of me, bloody hell. 


“Maria, I was worried about you! You disappeared back there!” 


Maria had an alibi “It’s really embarrassing...I vomited on my coat, so I dreaded showing my face 
around. Did the heroes catch whoever did that?” 


His gaze darkened “They almost did.” 


“Were you hurt? If something happened to you, I swear to God I will end them myself’ Maria 
shook her scrawny arm. 


“No...not really. I should...” 


Maria had to interrupt him, or he would get away and then she would lose any chance she would 
ever have. Her breathing was shallow, and her heartbeat was extremely fast as she said, “At least 
let me buy ya a drink or something, you saved my bloody life.” 


He looked slightly surprised “I’m not old enough to drink on this country...” 


Maria technically wasn’t, either at 20 years old “Me neither, but who cares? I could have died, I 
want to live a bit.” 


“Why not, let’s go.” Maria hadn't really expected him to agree so easily, if at all. Bollocks, when 
even was the last time I had a date? 


Maria led Hitoshi to a nearby bar the doctors and nurses seemed to frequent, a nice establishment, 
not as seedy as many hacker hotspots in Britain she was familiar with. “Can I get a pint of stout, 
mate?” she asked the bartender, who didn’t card them, so Hitoshi ordered a glass of vodka on the 
rocks. “Jesus, love, you trying to have an alcoholic congestion?” asked Maria. 


“T’m only getting one, if I had any more Id be the sad kind of drunk.” 


“What’s on your mind to make you sad, anyway?” Maria sipped at her large beer, which had a 
nostalgic taste reminding her of a pastoral England where short people partied barefoot 
and...actually that wasn’t England. 


Hitoshi took a long sip and started “Some people died today, many more were hurt, and I feel like I 
could have prevented it. I feel like all the people in my life who laughed at my dreams were right 
after all. And...I’m very confused about my feelings for a girl.” 


Bloody hell, does he think I’m only being polite? Am I sending mixed signals? I can’t flirt for shit, I 
know. Hitoshi finished his drink, his eyes tearing up a bit from the alcohol “TI like her, but I’m not 
sure I can be with her...if I can be with anyone. I know I don’t deserve her attention, but sometimes 
I just want it...” 


Maria took a deep breath and felt her nerves screaming at her to stop “I know how it is to feel... 
unworthy. I...spent three years, barely leaving my room cause I felt nobody out there cared at all. 
It is so hard to open up...Don’t worry, Hitoshi, I think she knows how you feel.” 


Maria brushed her hair aside and steadied her breath, she was about to attempt something risky; she 
was going to kiss him. They were sitting on tall barstools at the bar, so she didn’t have to go around 
a table or something. She edged closer, he didn’t react, he didn’t seem to get what she was doing. 
Then the bloody telly interrupted, as the bartender switched from a football game no one was 
watching, to the news “...the masked assailant was identified as wanted criminal Santa Muerte, 
wanted in Mexico and the US for three hundred counts of murder in first degree, and involvement 
in acts of terrorism, trafficking of narcotics and weapons, and jaywalking. The police have issued 


an APV, and he is expected to be caught by nightfall.” 


“In other news, our country is in mourning after the death of President...” Maria tuned out as her 
lips had almost made it to Hitoshi, an inch from kissing his cheek instead, as he had turned to face 
the telly. “Maria, what are you doing?” Maria felt half furious at him in the moment; with the 
amount of stress the action had caused her, she felt like she would live a year less or something “T 
was trying to be flirty and kiss you, but you turned around, you numpty.” 


Realization hit his face, and colour drained from Hitoshi’s features “I...I really should go.” Maria 
was frustrated now “Hold up, at least give me your number or something, I probably lost years of 
my life with the stress of all this!” He wrote a number on a napkin and ran away. On one hand, I 
have this...on the other, I don’t know if I was the girl he mentioned, and he is as shy as I normally 
am...or it is someone else. 


Mina paced in the discrete apartment building the Intelligence agencies housed the heroes in the 
mission. The enemy had launched an offensive on a ton of fronts; the cyberattack had failed, 
because she had caught the cable, but the identities and information on some wanted hackers had 
been erased; eight teams of Mountain Brigade commandos had attacked eight different places, 
trying to assassinate some targets, among them Izuku Midoriya and his girlfriend Toga, 
acknowledged as a threat by the tyrant Ndege Mweusi, the President of the US and many of the 
other senior officials, a few other high-profile politicians; two armies, thousands strong, had landed 
in India and Brazil, making new fronts for the ground war. 


But Mina was nervous because her friend Shinsou was not yet home, the doctors and nurses had 
said he’d left the hospital with “some goth looking girl, his girlfriend, perhaps? They looked 
close.” 


Mina knew who they referred to, the “suspicious girl”. Was this an enemy spy, honey potting 
Shinsou? She was probably paranoid, the girl was probably harmless. She heard the door open and 
rushed over, hoping for Shinsou, but it was just Jaeger and one of the Americans, the Greek-Life 
Hero Chadster, the most “bro” person Mina had ever seen “Bro, why are you so worried about 
bread when we could go and party, meet some chicks?” 


The German cyborg was replying “Without the Brot, my breakfast is NOT complete. 
Unacceptable. And American beer is Wasser, so no thanks for the party.” 


Besides the lack of good bread, the pair had acquired some supplies in case they needed to stay 
further in Texas, mostly snacks and some pasta that they could easily cook. “Shy purple bro still 
not home?” asked Chadster when he saw Mina waiting by the door. 


She shook her head. “Was he sad about the bro who died?” despite his outrageous yellow hair and 
his constant flexing, Chadster was quite perceptive. 


“He said he needed to think...I really wanna talk to him when he returns.” 


“You should use the trophy room, my quarterback championship trophies are romantic!” He posed, 
flexing his chest and stretching the word “Ouch!” on his shirt. What a ridiculous guy. 


Minutes passed, then an hour. Mina was restless and stressed. And then the door opened again, 
accompanied with the meowing of a cat. “I found him on the way back, he was stuck on a drain.” 


Shinsou had a bit more of his normal self back in his face as he stroked the cat’s grey fur. Once he 
set the cat down, Mina almost tackled him in a hug. “I was worried about you!” 


Shinsou returned the hug, surprisingly, it seemed that this time he didn’t want to get away from 
being touched. “I...if you have a few minutes, I wanted to talk some things with you Ashi...Mina.” 
He said it! 


“Of course, let’s go somewhere quiet.” Was it wishful thinking to imagine he would confess 
feelings for her and they would become boyfriend and girlfriend? 
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Izuku Midoriya didn’t know if he felt a bit flattered that Ndege Mweusi had sent hitmen after him 
and Himiko, proud that they had beaten them without civilians getting hurt, or shocked that their 
attacks on the US President Ackerson had been successful, killing also the Secretary of Defense 
and most of the upper echelon of their nation, leaving the Vice President, who was at a dental 
appointment at the time, as the United States’ leader. 


He was also appalled at the invasion of India and Brazil, aided by Quirkless partisans in both 
nations. Would he ever have become someone like that? So angry at the Quirked looking down on 
him as less than human, that he became a villain? Those were not happy thoughts, but he couldn’t 
take his eyes away from the news playing on the TV in the psychiatrist’s waiting room. 


After Himiko had woken up crying and screaming, Izuku had decided she couldn’t keep putting off 
the treatment, and now she was on her first examination with an Agency psychiatrist. She had been 
inside for two hours, at the doctor’s request Izuku had not accompanied her. 


Finally, she opened the door, saying goodbye to the psychiatrist. “I’m not terribly surprised by the 
diagnostic so far, Izu-Izu.” Himiko looked very sad, but it seemed it was mostly from the guilt of 
interrupting their “honeymoon”. 


“What did they say?” 


Himiko gave him a weak smile “I’ve got PTSD, Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, depression, they 
don’t know if I’m a psychopath, or if I just have an underdeveloped empathy, and I still have that 
voice in my head, even though I tuned it out. Since it was caused by a Quirk, the doctor can’t 
classify it as schizophrenia, but the treatment will probably be a bit similar. And also, the doctor 
scolded me for the idea of stealing a dozen bags from the blood bank to see if any of the donors 
was hot.” A mischievous smile lit her face with that one. 


“Why would I want to see if random people were hot? I already have the only girl I want.” Izuku 
looked straight into her eyes, her sad, lonely eyes. He looked at her fanged smile, the smile he 
wanted to protect forever. 


“Even with how broken I am?” 


He didn’t hesitate with his answer “I love you, all of you, all the time. Except maybe when you put 
your cold feet on my back while we’re sleeping!” That got a bigger smile from her. 


“The therapy and treatments are going to help, Himiko, I’m sure of it. And they won’t change who 
you really are, they will just help you find more peace.” 


Himiko giggled and gave him a kiss on the cheek “You could convince me to do anything with that 
tone of voice, you know?” 


“Wanna go get some burgers and have a nap?” 
“Yeah, but after that we’re going to the shooting range and the gym, I’m kinda stressed.” 


Izuku admitted that he really loved seeing Himiko train, it was very attractive in its own, sort of 
sweaty, way. Maybe it was the tight workout clothes, the endorphins from a good deadlift or when 
their gaze met unexpectedly...He enjoyed it enormously. 


And he could also understand the appeal of the shooting range for Himiko, who relished on the 
concentration of lining up a perfect shot and forgetting everything, and she seemed to really enjoy 
the smell of gunpowder. 


Izuku himself had no strong opinion of guns and their possession. There were Quirks out there 
much more dangerous and their users kept them in check, so a firearm, handled responsibly, didn’t 
seem like a horrible thing to own. Himiko had a strong instinct to remain armed with whatever she 
could get her hands on, so it was pretty natural for her to like most weapons. 


The one that had surprised Izuku a bit had been Agent Dobinek, aka Holy Diver, who was now 
Himiko’s official handler, who would rather die than give away her guns, even when required to by 
the Japanese government; he still remembered when she had narrowed her eyes at Commissioner 
Tsukauchi and said “Give me a permit, or you are free to take them from my dead hands.” 


It must have been an American thing. 


They took a cab from the doctor’s office back to the touristic area, stopping at the burger place, a 
family owned restaurant and luau that was proudly Hawaiian and American, the founder having 
been a World War 2 veteran called Mike. 


Mike’s Grill had become something of a favourite for Izuku and Himiko; she really enjoyed the 
charbroiled hamburgers. Izuku was starting to discover that she was quite the foody! 


With a big burger in each belly, the two got to the hotel in a sleepy mood and took a nice nap, 
cuddled in each other’s arms. Izuku felt like he could live like this forever...surely, they could find 
a way to make their relationship work even if work separated them at times, couldn’t they? 


Izuku had woken up before than Himiko later, and he didn’t want to wake her up, he was happy 
just to watch her sleep, feel her breathing against him. A vibration on his phone had woken him up, 
a text. From Shinsou? I wonder what it is about, he doesn’t really like texting... 


Izuku unlocked his phone, careful not to wake Himiko up with any noises and read the text “/ 
talked with the Agency guys, they say you are alright. I tried calling but phone lines were all 
occupied, we got hit here too. I was involved, and I think I avoided more damage, but I still feel like 
shit cause there was collateral damage." 


There was another text after that "Also, some shit happened, like emotionally, so please call 
tomorrow or some other day, I want to vent. Finally, I think I do like Ashido, I’m going to talk to 
her now. I'll tell her about Yure.” 


“Okay, bro. Please take care, I will call tomorrow. We’re fine, we had a bad night because of 
nightmares but it is alright. Stay safe, alright? And good luck with Ashido.” 


Izuku closed the phone. When his friend said “emotional shit” it meant things he really couldn’t 
handle. Shinsou internalized many of his issues, a problem Izuku could empathize with. 


“Hmmmm...Izu-Izu, is it time to wake up yet?” asked a very sleepy Himiko, looking absolutely 


cute. 


“Not yet, let’s stay like this a while.” 


Shinsou took a deep breath to steady his resolve, he needed to say everything now, or he would 
never open up. Ashido took a seat on one of the chairs on the unused rec room in the building the 
task force was using, and Shinsou sat next to her, turning the chair around so he could meet her 
eyes. 


“First, I wanted to apologize for today, when I left. I wasn’t in a good place, and I still feel like a 
useless piece of garbage, but even so I should not have treated you like that when you wanted to 
help. I’m really sorry.” 


Ashido looked like she had not expected him to say that at all. “Can you tell me what is bothering 
you? Is it okay to say it now?” 


Shinsou nodded “‘T feel responsible for all the collateral damage. I had a chance to stop the villain, 
but I hesitated, so he blew up that bridge. I wasn’t fast enough, so he shot at a kid. Not even ten 
years old, Mina, he didn’t even care. The kid...he’ll probably be traumatised. The guy missed by 
an inch, on purpose. How can anyone expect a kid to grow up well, when a villain had his life on 
his hands with total control, and I couldn’t even help? The parents blame me, and a part of me 
agrees, you know?” 


“Shinsou, you saved more people with your radio and your calm instructions than I ever have with 
my Quirk and all my energy! It isn’t your fault that it happened, but what do you mean you 
“hesitated”’?” 


Shinsou looked at his hands in shame “I disarmed him and had him at gunpoint. I could have shot 
him in the head and stopped it, but I decided to try shooting the detonator instead...I was too slow, 
because I couldn’t take the shot and take his life.” 


Mina had left her chair and gotten closer, and she put a soft hand on his forearm “I think it is more 
heroic that you tried to solve it without death. I know we may sometimes not have a choice in the 
end when fighting villains...but I think that taking the decision not to kill that guy was brave and 
admirable. Don’t judge yourself so hard for a split-second decision, okay?” 


“T...thank you. I hadn't seen it that way, I had just seen it over and over in my head as me being too 
weak to make the hard choice, feeling like they had been right all along and that I had no right to 
be a hero, that with my Quirk all I could ever do was not become a villain and stay out of the way 
of my betters.” 


The words were bitter in his mouth, spilling out without much hesitation. 
“Your...betters? Who told you all this...all this bullshit?!” 
Ashido didn’t usually curse, so Shinsou was quite surprised, but he had to reply. 


“All the classmates who wanted me to be their villain on a leash, all the people who thought I was 
already a villain, the adults who feared me, the ones who wanted to use me to get their way...Did 
you know that my third year of elementary teacher wanted me to use my Quirk so he could break 
the school librarian’s marriage and to seduce her?" 


It was painful to remember "The bastard was obsessed, and he threatened to break my neck, but I 
managed to tell the librarian in time. You see how my right index finger is a bit misaligned? That 
teacher broke it and it healed crooked. I’m mostly left handed because of that...” 


Mina looked like she was about to cry and was rubbing his arm, trying to soothe him, but Shinsou 
continued. 


“We left Hokkaido after that. There were a few others like that case. In sixth grade, some bullies 
made me control younger students and have them fight as gladiators. I got suspended, and they all 
laughed and said “You know how we told you that you could be our friend if you did that? We 
would never be friends with someone like you, with an evil Quirk.” I made one break the other’s 
arm, and I was expelled for good. Then we moved from Osaka.” 


“But that was not what scarred me the most. In eighth grade I started school in Kyoto, and it started 
out peaceful enough. Most classmates didn’t care at all about Quirks, they only cared about their 
new crushes and all the hormones involved. There was this girl, Yure, who treated me nicely for a 
few weeks, and she was very pretty; so I fell in love with her, madly. For the first time in years I 
came back home smiling and laughing the day I asked her to be my girlfriend, and she had said 
yes.” 

Shinsou didn’t know how he had ended up on the floor, with Mina stroking his hair softly, his head 
on her lap. 


“T didn’t notice the change in her. Was it gradual, as she figured out just how much she could use 
me? Had she known all along and done it all on purpose? All I know is that her smile never 
reached her cold eyes, and lovesick as I was, I didn’t notice.” 


Mina was crying herself, sobbing quietly “What did she do to you?” 


Shinsou had to keep going or he would never really move on “She had me do things for her. Petty 
stuff at first: getting a sixth grader to give her money for her lunch, convincing the teacher she had 
not been cheating in a test, brainwashing other girls to do embarrassing things so she would later 
blackmail them. 


“But soon, she started asking for more and more. With hand holding she bought me brainwashing a 
store owner to give her free food. With my first kiss, she had me all but mugging people. Then she 
said she would...she would be my “first” if I made a policeman rob the bank where her sister 
worked, making sure she got caught in the crossfire. 


"She wanted me to ruin an innocent man’s life and shoot her sister, because she had always 
resented her. I had wanted to be a hero like All Might, but along the way I had lost every ideal I had 
ever had. I made a decision then, that I would not bow down to her demand.” 


Shinsou felt the old, familiar pain again “And then she ruined my life. In a second, everyone turned 
on me, all the friends I had managed to scrape together. Teachers openly detested me, and Yure 
threatened to give the police something that would “end” me if I told my parents. 


"But they noticed, and one day, on the way back, a patrol car was waiting for me at home. Yure 
had told the cops that I had brainwashed her the whole way, using my evil Quirk. That she had 
tried to fight it, but I had forced her to go with “my” schemes, and that I was planning of abusing 
her in all kinds of ways.” 


“T spent two weeks in juvenile prison, until my parents won the case against me, citing there wasn’t 
enough evidence. I’m still paying the debt to that lawyer. I tuned out most of the last year of 


middle school, but I had a gigantic chip on my shoulder against people with strong Quirks. 


"I tried and failed in the UA entrance exam, my anger and resentment were no match for not 
having trained. General Studies calmed me down a lot, but it took Izuku, Mei, Monoma and 
Kaminari a huge effort to get through to me. I would die for them, Mina, they brought me out of a 
very dark place. Them, and Aizawa. He saw potential in me, and his support meant the world.” 


Shinsou felt Mina’s salty tears on his t-shirt as she caressed his cheek. He felt so secure and cared 
for like this, he felt so real. “I needed to tell you all this, Mina, because I realized that you have 
feelings for me, and even if I don’t think I can ever deserve them, I can only try and reciprocate 
them.” 


Mina gasped and said “Huh?” 


Shinsou hadn't expected such an answer “I’m trying to say that I know you like me, and I’m 
finding you less annoying by the day, so if you want to date, I will make the effort! I care about 
you, alright? So go easy on me.” 


Mina gave a joyful yelp and gave him a kiss on the cheek “That is probably the least romantic way 
of asking someone to date you, but yes! Let’s date! If you’re uncomfortable at anything, tell me, 
okay?” 


Shinsou smiled, it felt like he had been holding his breath underwater for years and could finally 
come up for air “I will. You’re not worried people will think I’m brainwashing you?” 


Mina blew a raspberry at him “As if! With how stubborn I am, nobody would ever think that! And 
have you seen how people treat you now? You are a hero, I saw all those people in your territory, 
how they looked at you. How the police officers at the bridge talked about you. Nobody can take 
that away, okay?” 


Shinsou just nodded. He noticed he was feeling very tired, the day finally catching up to him. 
Mina's lap was very comfortable, her hand slowly caressing his face was relaxing him to the point 
where he could barely keep his eyes open. 


Is it okay to think about her thighs now that she is my...girlfriend? They are very comfortable... 
maybe someone will carry me to a couch or something. Shinsou drifted off to sleep, probably the 
quickest he had fallen asleep in many years. 
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After carrying Shinsou to bed, Mina was informed that she still had guard duty to do, her private 
drama non-withstanding. 


Thus, she checked once more that her probably-now-boyfriend was nice and cosy and well 
wrapped in a blanket, and she walked over to the security office. Reiko, the pro hero known as 
Neko, gave her a smug, knowing smile “Finally, I was beginning to lose my patience with you two. 
So, how’d it go? Did he get all red and tsundere? He’s a total tsundere!” 


Mina wasn’t about to go around telling Shinsou’s secrets to her friends, not for banter, not for 
anything, not when she had seen how hard it had been for him to open up. “We just...talked. A 
long while. Then he said that he wanted to try us dating.” 


The catgirl seemed satisfied with the answer “Cool. But now what am I supposed to talk with you 
about now that my “fuck, marry, kill” game is not a good option anymore?” 


“The weather, the war, if you believe there are aliens, why you became a hero, what is your 
favourite type of animal...I don’t mind the topic, I just like talking with people!” 


“Anything anything?” asked the catgirl. 
“Sure, we’ve got four hours of checking security cameras, anything is a good topic!” 


Outside the building, the police had re-established the rule of law and the city was moving on as if 
nothing had happened; the rest of the country was consolidating as well, adapting quickly to the hit 
against their power structure. 


They still had no word on who was at the top of the chain of command, their local officers were all 
they had for the moment, and their task was to keep vigilance. 


“Alright...you like talking about technology? I’ve been wanting to discuss some of my ideas with 
other people, but I’m kind of scared they will think I’m not well-read enough or something.” 


Mina gave her friend a bright smile “Well, I’m not exactly the most book smart person, but I agree 
with that, gatekeeping sucks! So, what do you wanna say about tech?” 


“You know how we are still using smartphones and airplanes and cars? I saw somewhere that if 
Quirks hadn't been a thing, we would have had this stuff a hundred years ago. But also, some is 
very advanced, like some cybernetics and a few vehicles. And also, the population, why is it still at 
the same level as the 1980’s? I think something weird is going on, Ashido.” 


Mina remembered a time when Tsuyu had been extremely angry about a conspiracy theorist saying 
that the government was putting chemicals in the water that turned frogs gay. 


“You think it is some sort of conspiracy?” asked Mina. 


The catgirl seemed a bit different than her usual “in your face”, flirty and somewhat childlike 
behaviour. 


“Well they did confirm that 70% of the world’s crime syndicates were ruled by a guy who could 
get inside people’s dreams, so who knows. I think it’d be cool to live on the year 2118 the scientist 
who wrote that article imagined, I think. Flying cars, megacorporations, replicants... You know? 
Maybe I shouldn’t read alternate universe science articles, eat catnip and watch cyberpunk movies 
that much, eh?” 


They both laughed “I think you’d like Hatsume, she really likes all those kinds of topics. Shinsou 
told me about an anecdote or two about other weird stuff she says, I think you could be good 
friends!” 


Neko gave her a smile before returning her gaze to the security cam monitor “How about you, 
Ashido, what is the topic you have no one to talk with?” 


Mina thought for a moment “Do you wanna talk about the Roman Empire? I think it was so cool!” 


A sudden call on their phones, from the Hero Net, interrupted Mina’s only real historical 
knowledge and her absolute love for The Etruscan Boar Vessel, 600 B.C., ceramic. 


“This is the Japanese Intelligence Director, you’ve been transferred directly to SecDef with the 
Americans on our Blackbird operation, the Quirk Intelligence and Intervention Agency, CIA and 
MI6 are busy with coordinating all allies, so you will be part of the counterattack. Keep making 
Japan proud, heroes.” 


“Well, that’s a text...” said Mina after reading. 


Neko smiled back “Guess they’ll send us to some general or something later. I hope they put us 
with more heroes, maybe some hot ones?” 


Private First Class Jonathan Miller checked his rifle again. The M4A7 carbine felt almost 
weightless in his hands, the adrenalin made everything seem far away. The magazine was mostly 
full, but he still switched it for a fresh one; when Sarge ordered them to move up he would need 
every round to cover his team mates as they advanced. 


Jon was both excited and terrified, his first firefight had been everything he had expected, and so 
far, the squad had made it intact. 


Their officer, Lieutenant Adams, started explaining the play, “Get up ladies, Razor 2 is Oscar 
Mike! We’re taking that building over there to cover Rune 8, the mechs will do a perimeter and 
their artillery unit will move in, take out the AA guns and our planes can blow up the enemy base. 
Let’s take Nairobi, boys!” 


Adams was young and charismatic, and had the respect of the platoon, but the real power was in 
Sergeant Martinez, who felt the platoon’s gaze square in on him. 


Sarge just grunted “You heard the LT, Devil Dogs. Kill!” 


“Three, two, one, go!” As Corporal DeLeon fired controlled bursts with his machine gun, everyone 
else ran, cover to cover, moving up to the building. 


A machine gun nest on a window tried to shoot them, cut them to pieces, but DeLeon fired at it, 
keeping the gunner’s head down “Stay down or die, you extremist assholes!” The machine gunner 
somehow managed to shout over the hail of bullets. 


A second machine gun opened fire at them from an adjacent window on the target building, almost 
taking Doc’s head off. “Doc, get down!” 


The corpsman dropped to the floor and Jon fired at the enemy gunner. Jon fired in controlled 
bursts, emptying the mag as Doc moved to cover. “Use the 203 on it!” ordered Sarge, and the LT 
used his grenade launcher, firing at the enemy position. “Move it, move it!” 


The building had five floors and was built in a modern style, with big, mirror-like glass windows. 
The bottom two floors were some sort of department store, the rest looked like offices. It looked 
like it could house two sections of enemy fighters, Ndege Mweusi’s black uniformed infantry. 


Glass walls were easy to break, so breaching the building only consisted on the pointman, Joestar, 
shooting a slug with his shotgun. 


The platoon, all 43 marines, rushed inside and split into squads of four. “Doc, Jon, Paulie, you’re 
with me” said Cpl. DeLeon, who had slung his medium machinegun over his shoulder and taken 
out a short breaching shotgun. 


“You know the drill, Marines, let’s kill these bastards.” The squads took every staircase, every 
floor some would peel off and clear it, create positions to support the vehicles, and to protect 
themselves from counterattack. 


Jon’s squad took the northernmost staircase with the squads of Bisenti and Ramirez, and would 
take the third floor. 


DeLeon took point, climbing the steps carefully but with haste. “Contact!” he yelled as a shot rang, 
piercing the air, followed by one of the marines behind Jon screaming in pain. 


“Fuck! I’m hit, fucker got my groin!” DeLeon and Paulie rushed to engage the enemy while Doc 
looked at the jarhead’s injury “Keep pressure on this, Jamie, he didn’t shoot off your balls and it 
looks like the shot got out. Stay here but stay frosty” 


Jon advanced to catch up with DeLeon and Paulie, just as the corporal opened fire. When Jon got 
beside DeLeon, he saw an enemy combatant dead on the steps, his facemask smashed to bits by the 
shotgun blast. Did he have no time to scream? Or did he take the shot without reacting ? 


Jon took point as DeLeon reloaded. When Paulie clapped his hand on Jon’s shoulder, he advanced, 
moving up the steps, sweeping the staircase above with his carbine. 


Everything looked clear, until he saw a blur of black moving “Contact!” Jon shot in the direction 
he saw the blur, emptying the mag, and saw the soldier fall over the handrail, all the way down to 
the ground. 


“Tango down!” he reported. Reloading, he kept moving, reaching the landing of the third floor. 
“Razor 2 3 Actual, we’re on position” said DeLeon, as he let the other squads pass and continue 
moving up. 


The squad stacked up at the door, DeLeon aiming his shotgun at the hinges. After receiving the 


shoulder tap signalling everyone was ready, the corporal knocked on his helmet with his fist, 
telling them he would start it. 


A shotgun blast to every hinge and a kick took the door out of the way. On the other side of the 
threshold, Doc threw a flashbang. It exploded with a deafening sound, and then Paulie and Jon 
breached, Jon taking the right side, Paulie the left. Doc and DeLeon would cover their blindspots 
as they charged in after them. 


Jon saw the black shape of a soldier in front of him, with two more just in the corner of his eye. 
Firing in full auto, he shot the first man and dropped him, and then he switched and fired at the 
other two. He saw a bullet ricochet from the helmet one was wearing, so he kept firing. 


A click told him his weapon was empty. One of the soldiers had fallen, the other still stood, aiming 
at them, but Doc managed to put a shot in his neck. “Check the bodies, there have been reports of 
booby traps on corpses” ordered DeLeon. 


Jon turned over one of the men he had shot. Jesus please, forgive this, I have to fight or evil will 
win. His hands trembled as he looked over the soldier; if he focused on a certain detail, it was 
almost as if he was examining a sleeping man. 


A red flag patch adorned the man’s arm, attached to the Velcro of his black combat jacket. Jon 
passed a hand around the man’s combat vest, the ammunition carried in a different way than what 
most other militaries used. The vest itself seemed to be made of some sort of polymer and was light 
and hardy. 


“This one was wearing more armour” said Doc’s calm, clinical voice “5.56 armour piercing wasn’t 
enough.” Jon made the mental note to aim for exposed areas if he had to fight them again. He 
continued, checking the corpse for some dogtags, a wallet...something that would humanize his 
enemy. 


He was Quirkless, his enemy had been Quirkless...there had to be something, something to tell 
him why this man would fight for a murderous, genocidal regime. There was nothing on his 
clothes. 


The only thing that really caught his attention was the man’s boots, they reminded Jon of ninja 
boots or sandals more than standard combat boots. 


With a sigh, he took off the corpse’s facemask, revealing his face. The eyes were blank and dark 
veins protruded from his skin...some drug? Was the dictator controlling his army with narcotics? 


Jon looked at the facemask; a polymer plate that completely covered the face, with stylized red 
eyes around where the soldier’s eyes would be. 


Ndege Mweusi’s infantry was hardy and well trained, everyone could tell, but the real threat was 
his special operations forces, the unimaginatively named Mountain Brigade being the worst. 


If it had been up to Jon, he’d have named them Satan’s Own Kidney Stones. 


And it seemed like all of them had this red eyed motif in their uniform. “This one’s clean, not even 
dogtags.” Jon reported. 


“Our area is clear, boys, let’s get to the overlook” said DeLeon, and they moved to join the rest of 
the marines. 


“Blue, blue!” yelled Jon as he opened the door, finding another squad outside, lowering their 


weapons as they identified them as friendlies. 


“The rest of the building seems clear, the other squads had three casualties and five wounded” said 
the corporal from the other squad, Jenkins. 


They moved up to a window on the western side where they could overlook a major road, where a 
checkpoint filled with soldiers stood, armed with anti-vehicle weaponry. 


The soldiers below were in range and hadn't yet moved against them when Jenkins had them lay 
prone and aim their weapons at them. 


“This is Razor 2 Actual, all units in position, sniper teams, machine gun teams and anti-tank teams 
in position. All units, open fire.” Jon had never heard the Lt sound so confident. And Jon had never 
seen so much concentrated firepower from a platoon, avenging all their fallen on the unsuspecting 
enemy soldiers. 


“Rune 8, this is Razor 2, you have your window!” yelled the platoon’s radio technician, Richards. 


In instants, two angular, gigantic mechs moved to the street, bi-pedal tanks armed with missiles, 
heavy machineguns and a rail gun. Three normal tanks flanked them as they moved into the six- 
lane avenue, engaging the enemy tanks who moved in to oppose the Americans. 


“Fire some Javelins on those tanks, boys” ordered Sarge, and from adjacent buildings other Marine 
platoons followed suit. 


One of the mechs fired its magnetic rail gun, demolishing an Anti-Air tower made of solid 
concrete. “We’ve got the fuckers on the run!” said Jenkins, laying prone beside Jon, firing his rifle 
at whatever enemy he could see. 


Jon was happy to see it was going well, but was it going too well? 


As a wave of missiles fired off a mech hit their targets, Jon heard his radio report “Rune 8, air 
defences are destroyed, bring in the big guns.” 


One of the Marines beside him took out a radar laptop “There’s already one plane inbound, but its 
direction...Oh fuck! Guys, take cover!” 


Before Jon could do anything to defend himself, the blast produced by a falling enemy mech 
shattered the windows and showered the Marines with glass. Peering out, Jon saw a much more 
organic looking mech, with a head like a sea creature, two wings behind the cockpit and a tail 
lashing behind it. 


“They dropped a fucking mech from a plane?” Jon asked, stating the obvious. 


One of the enemy mech’s knee joint machine guns started firing at one of Rune 8’s mechs, while 
its head swivelled, looking right at the Marines. 


Jesus, I’m not ready, please...The mech’s head opened and an energy beam charge, firing at the 
building, the explosive power smashing through everything. Two floors were gone in an instant, 
and the rest collapsed... just don’t want to go to hell was Private First Class Jonathan Miller’s last 
thought, before everything went dark. 
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Shinsou had woken up from some very pleasant dreams when his roommate in the discrete 


building they were housed in, Jaeger, informed him they would be meeting up with some general 
in a few hours, and that they would have to take a helicopter there. 


The Hessian Cyborg had given him some time to shower and change, wearing some nicer clothes, 
he wanted to give a good impression, he was representing Japan, after all. 


With a white shirt and dark slacks on, he joined the hero team in the living room; Neko wore her 
Hero suit, Jaeger had his Hessian Uniform, which was already rather presentable, in Shinsou’s 
mind. Chadster had a tank top with a slogan that said “Reps for Jesus”, showing a very swole 
Jesus, flexing. 


Ashido...Mina, was wearing a blouse and a skirt. J guess I can finally admit she looks cute, huh? 


“Hey Mina, you...you look good. With those clothes, I mean” he stammered when he approached 
her. 


Her smile made his head swim “You look great too. So, we’re meeting our new boss, huh?” 


Shinsou nodded. Before they could talk more, an agent opened the door and spoke “The helo is on 
the way, itll pick you up on the roof.” 


The heroes and the agent took the elevator and waited, before a non-descript helicopter arrived. 
There was room enough for all the heroes, though a bit cramped. With Chadster’s muscles pushing 
him on one side, Shinsou was almost glad the person on his other side was Mina. 


Almost, as their bodies were in contact the entire hour and a half of flight time. 


Gratefully, the helicopter drowned out any noise and he didn’t have to talk to anyone, he just had to 
concentrate on not dying with feeling Mina’s body against him. 


Come on, me. She’s sot of my girlfriend now, isn’t she? This shouldn’t be so hard to handle...He 
was thankful when they landed, but Mina had noticed he had been uncomfortable, and asked him 
“Are you okay? You were all tense on the flight...” 


Shinsou could almost see how red he was looking as he answered “I’m very much not used to 
having anyone that close...” 


Mina just smiled at him “We didn’t really have much of a choice back there, did we? I won’t make 
you uncomfortable on purpose, Shinsou.” 


“Thanks.” He was feeling more flustered than he logically should be, hadn't he fallen asleep on her 
lap last night? 


“The General will see you now, heroes” said an aide, dressed in a military dress suit, a captain, if 
Shinsou identified her insignia correctly. 


The captain led them to a small concrete building some fifty meters away from the airpad. The 


doors to the building were heavy steel blast doors...this was a nuclear shelter. 


A soldier in full gear saluted and admitted them, opening the blast doors using a large green 
button. Inside was a fenced elevator going down a long downwards tunnel. Shinsou couldn’t see 
the bottom. 


They boarded the elevator and rode it down, for well over sixty meters of depth. The walls around 
them were thick concrete, and two solid lead blast doors closed in above them as they reached the 
bottom. When they touched ground, the captain opened the elevator’s barred gate and motioned to 
the end of the hallway. 


Soft green lamps lit the hallway, so they could see the way, but it was still pretty dark. Shinsou 
stepped closer to Mina, by instinct. There’s no threat here, it’s just dark. 


Still, his hand looked for hers unconsciously. The soft grip when Mina’s hand found his own 
comforted him enormously. 


The heroes walked over to the next door, which looked flimsy and pathetic compared to the 
massive lead gates that had closed above them. Beyond it was a surprisingly large room, arranged 
like an auditorium, with seats for at least a hundred people, as far as Shinsou could tell. 


About half of the seats were occupied by other heroes, a few more by government agents. Shinsou 
led Mina to a couple of unoccupied seats and they sat down, waiting to see what would happen. 


“Ts it okay if I hold your hand? I...did it by instinct but I think I like it” he said, noticing he hadn't 
let go of Mina’s hand. 


“Of course!” she replied. Even in the half light, her smile lit up the room. Shinsou moved his hand 
so their fingers would intertwine, noticing how small and delicate her hand felt against his own. 


“Hey look, something’s happening!” Mina pointed out, as a woman in military regalia took the 
podium in front of them. 


A general, judging by the stars on her uniform, the woman stood straight, with a natural charisma 
and a commanding attitude. Even before she spoke, Shinsou felt respect for this woman. 


“Ladies and gentlemen. You are heroes and agents in service to the United States of America and 
her allied nations in this war. You have sworn to fight against our common enemy, in any way 
possible. The enemy, the rogue nation of the “Hidden Valley”, has warred on Africa for a long 
time. 


“America sent troops to stop the Hidden Valley’s expansion, to stop the atrocities committed by 
Ndege Mweusi’s troops to be visited upon innocent people. In a discriminatory, genocidal way, the 
dictator has declared people with Quirks as subhuman, and given his people, and those in the 
countries he conquers, free reign on killing all those who have Quirks. It is a humanitarian crisis 
on a scale that baffles the mind. 


“And now, the dictator has launched a new offensive, striking at the heart of our country, 
assassinating the President of the United States, Jeremy Ackerson, along with the judges of the 
Supreme Court and half the Senate in the bloodiest event in government history. Vice President 
Isaac Archer, my own brother, has taken command of the political body, and is ensuring that the 
country will go on and be in fighting shape. 


“With the last Secretary of Defense, Secretary Brokenshire, having died in the attack, as the next 
senior general in line ’'m taking command. We have fought Ndege Mweusi with valour and 


courage, but this time he has our country’s undivided attention. I’ve got a blank check, anything 
necessary to end this madman. We will avenge our country, avenge all the death. End. The. 
Threat.” 


“Oh man, she really made me feel all red, white and blue there” whispered Mina. The speech had 
been passionate, and the General did know how to stir patriotic feelings, thought Shinsou. 


“T’ve spoken to the Joint Chiefs of Staff and we have devised a plan to take the bastard down. A 
new strategy in the frontlines, strategy to end the two new fronts in Brazil and India, guerrilla 
tactics to break up his empire around him. We will besiege his little Valley, and utterly crush him.” 


Shinsou felt an unspoken “We will nuke them if they resist.” With the atrocities Ndege Mweusi was 
committing, he felt the dictator deserved to die. His troops deserved it too. But civilians? There has 
to be a way to win the war without that. 


As Shinsou held Mina’s hand, he really hoped there would be a better way to win. 


Maria Kestrel was about as done as a person could be with their boss. The news channel showed a 
fight between one of Blackbirds mechs and two of the yanks, levelling an entire city block around 
them. So that’s what the Quirkless build to fight in this stupid, superpowered world. 


She was pissed because she hadn't seen Hitoshi again, because her immediate superior had no 
qualms about shooting at a bloody kid, and because her laptop’s charger cable had stopped 
working. She’d have to get a new one, maybe see if one of the stupid Sicarios had a spare, which 
sounded mathematically impossible. 


“Merced, we’re going over the border, they tipped us off that theyre going to hit this safe house 
soon” said that brute Garcia from the other side of the door. 


They had moved her away from the cousin’s house she had used when she needed a cover story, by 
now they were figuring a way to put her on a plane back. 


Going back, with a new card to play. If she turned on Ndege Mweusi, how long would she make 
it? Would she even risk it? A lot needed to happen before she could even get to the position to 
escape. 


“We'll put you on a plane in Monterrey. So, get your shit packed up and be in the car in twenty.” 
Garcia’s tone wasn’t friendly, and it wasn’t patient. Maria stashed her laptop, tablet and all her 
cables in a backpack, closed her suitcase and walked to meet the Mexicans by the SUV. 


“Tt’s some five hours from here if we drive fast. We could get caught in traffic in San Antonio. By 
the time they can track us down we’ ll be on the other side of the border.” 


Maria got in the car, instantly plugging in her earphones. Their “banda” music is the bane of my 
existence. Once outside of Austin, the SUV sped up, and soon they were crossing into San 
Antonio’s urban area. 


They stopped at a gas station, where one of the Sicarios left the car to bring back some fast food, 
American-style tacos and some fried chicken. 


Maria chose the greasy chicken, swiping a plastic container full of mashed potatoes and gravy. 


Mashed potatoes were one of her favourite meals, pretty much anything with potatoes was almost 
guaranteed to be tasty. 


“Save some for later, we have to keep moving.” Around 11 a.m., they had crossed all of San 
Antonio and were well on the way for Mexico. A few miles away from the border, the two other 
Sicarios on the SUV got off, the border guards might recognize them. 


The line was much shorter on the way to Mexico, than it was to get into the US. Cars, vans, trucks, 
even motorcycles and bicycles...the crossing at the Rio Bravo was just as travelled as it had been a 
hundred years back. 


They are at war, they just had their president murdered and they still operate the border, life goes 
on. Bloody yanks, they sure are resilient. 


The guards at the checkpoint stopped them, checking the SUV with dogs and using mirrors to 
check the car’s underside. 


“Papers?” asked an officer with the features of a possum, named Rourke according to his nametag. 
Maria handed both passports, both fake. 


“Ernesto Torres and your daughter, Valentina. What will you be doing in Mexico, sir?” 
“We’re visiting extended family in Saltillo, officer.” 


The guard seemed to accept the excuse and said, “Have a safe trip, Mr. Torres.” They had crossed 
the border. 


On the other side the quality of the road was clearly lower, the asphalt was a lot more irregular, 
with a sort of rocky texture. Outside her window she saw the terrain change; at the beginning it had 
been the fields and urban areas of Texas, the longer stretches of road becoming a semi-desert, after 
the border it became much wilder and less ranches could be seen. 


Cacti and some type of desert tree she couldn’t quite remember the name of became prevalent, and 
she could see how sandy the soil was as it blew in the wind. 


“Fuuuuuck, it feels good to be back!” said Garcia as the saw the first road signs, in dark green 
“Monterrey, 150 km”. The terrain turned to some sizeable mountains from the mostly flat 
borderland, their peaks covered in fog. 


Some two hours later, the road took them to the valley where Monterrey was located, greeting them 
with pollution, noise and the faint aroma of grilled beef floating in the air. 


Coming back home was enough to put a smile on Garcia’s face as he explained a bit on the city 
“That mountain over there is the Cerro de la Silla, the Saddle Hill. The people of all the state are 
proud of it. Monterrey isn’t really Villareal territory, but we have enough resources that it’ ll be safe 
to get you out. We’ll even organize a carne asada, open some Carta Blanca beers...I didn’t know 
how much I missed it.” 


After forty minutes caught in traffic, they arrived at a hacienda on one of the hills of Monterrey. In 
the garden a dignified woman in a very stylish jacket and a long skirt met them, a cempastchil 
flower on her hair blooming every time she exhaled. 


“T’m Teresa Castro de Velazquez, capo of the Villareal cartel and owner of this little retreat. You 
can call me Tere.” The woman offered her hand, and Maria couldn’t help but notice how intricate 
the nail polish on her fingers was. They had a handshake, and the lady motioned to a room the 


house. 


Teresa led Maria inside to a patio, a beautiful fountain in the middle, the cobblestones and flower 
hedges arranged elegantly. Now THIS is the Mexico I wanted to see! 


“This will be your room for the night, your flight leaves at six a.m. Dinner will be in the hall at 9, I 
expect to see you there.” For a second Maria caught a glimpse of a pistol’s grip, holstered in the 
lady’s skirt. She's no pushover, that’s for sure. 


As traditional as the hacienda looked, the wi-fi was as modern as in any European country, and one 
of the bodyguards had managed to secure a new charger for her laptop, so she got to work coding, 
just to pass the time till dinner. 


Finally, satisfied with a better version of her “erase my pictures” algorithm, she closed the laptop 
and got her phone out. She struggled with the idea of finally sending Hitoshi a text, a darker part of 
her mind wanting instead to try and hack his phone, maybe see if he had anything useful. 


Maybe Garcia could get his comeuppance. If I give Hitoshi some revenge, maybe next time we 
meet it’ll go nicer? Even if I don’t get anything, I do kind of want the wanker off the streets. She 
opened up the messenger app, working her brain to full capacity trying to sound casual, not creepy 
or clingy or anything. 


“Hey, it’s Maria! From the cat café! I hope you are alright, I just wanted to tell you that I think I 
saw that guy from the news, the terrorist who tried to kill us...I left town with my roommate, she 
has family in Monterrey, and I thought I would be safe with them, but I think I saw him! I’m 
terrified, Hitoshi, I didn’t know who else to tell!” 


A few minutes later, he replied “Thanks for the tip, please stay safe, I'd never forgive myself if 
anything happened to you.” Bloody hell, either I’m just taking anything or that was smooth. 


“Change of plans, girl” said one of the bodyguards as he knocked on her door “We found a flight 
today at eleven. Cheaper too!” 


Maria thanked the guard and waited for a few more minutes for dinner. As she left to the dining 
hall, she packed her stuff once more. Guess Ill sleep on the plane anyway. 


The dining hall was large and finely decorated, candles in a pair of chandeliers lighting up the 
room with a smooth light. Teresa beckoned for her to sit to her right side, and the rest of the table 
was filled by men that Maria hadn't seen before, perhaps her officers in the mob? 


Soon they were talking enthusiastically in Spanish, and Maria wished once more that she had 
listened more to her Abuela about the importance of learning her ancestral tongue. 


Whatever it was they were discussing, it didn’t matter much after dinner was served; exquisitely 
grilled cuts of beef, accompanied by cheese and red wine. It was pretty glorious, almost worth 
having a hero shoot acid at her and having her own allies attack her with an RPG. When worded 
like that it is totally not worth it. But still superb cooking. 


“A little bit of Mexican hospitality was the least that we could do for you, Maria. Perhaps someday 
you will come and visit under happier circumstances.” 


Teresa’s severe face allowed a small smile as Maria walked over to a car bound for the airport. An 
hour later, Maria was on her way back to Africa, already thinking of how she would make her 
escape. 
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“So, that girl from the cat café told you the same terrorist from the other day was in Mexico? Isn’t 
that a bit convenient?” Mina found it very suspicious. 


Shinsou nodded “Something is definitely very fishy. We should have caught them at that safehouse 
earlier, but it seems someone tipped them off.” Their eyes met, the words “There could be a 
traitor’ unspoken. 


After the meeting in the bunker, General Cordelia Archer, the new Secretary of Defense, had met 
with each team after reassigning some heroes for teams that better fit with their capabilities. 


Mina and Shinsou had remained together, but the rest of their team had been scattered, and in 
return they had received a British hero, Empress, who had been travelling to Baja California in 
Mexico for a vacation when her hero services had been “requested”. 


“T’m never refuelling my plane in Texas again, peasants!” she had said after getting particularly 
annoyed, but in general she seemed a capable, professional hero. 


The SecDef lady had put the three of them and a squad of FBI SWAT troopers in charge of 
investigating the cyberattack, catching all the perpetrators and “showing them what happens when 
they pick a fight with America”. 


The Secretary had even connected them with some intelligence operatives who had a tentative 
location on the terrorists safehouse. Frustratingly, it had been empty when they had raided it, 
abandoned in a hurry, leaving some weapons and items behind, a few sets of clothes still in the 
washing machine. 


Mina had limited experience doing detective work, but when she found female underwear in the 
washing machine, she knew that it was certainly a big clue. 


Putting two and two together, she was now sure that the hacker had been living with the terrorists 
for a couple of days, but not enough time to have left a change of clothes washing, just the 
underwear. 


“The hacker was a tall girl, who was staying at another safehouse, and after the attack, she was 
moved here.” Mina reported to the Coronel who was now coordinating them. 


An hour after the raid, forensic teams had confirmed that one of the occupants had indeed been the 
Sicario known as Santa Muerte. Shinsou was especially frustrated “We could have caught him!” he 
had said, before he had received the text from the “suspicious girl”. 


While the fact that the girl had indeed received Shinsou’s number didn’t make Mina particularly 
happy, she appreciated that he had been honest about the message, and had liked his polite 


response, it was very much “‘Shinsou”’. With the tipoff, she was really getting suspicious. 


“Tt could be a trap, Shinsou. What if he isn’t there?” asked Mina as they planned their next move. 
In the room adjacent, Empress was using all the authority and diplomacy she had to get the 
Mexican government to support their operation. 


Shinsou replied “If it is a trap, we’ll just fight our way out. And she would have probably been 
more specific about the place if it was a trap, don’t you think?” That made sense... 


“T have got good news and bad news, sir and lady” said Empress, walking into the room “The good 
news is that the Mexicans have a possible ID on that rascal we are looking for. The bad news is 
that they do not wish to spread fear amongst the populace by deploying the overwhelming force I 
humbly requested, so the security cordon may have to be made up of subpar police forces. I 
apologize for the grievous defeat in diplomacy, I fear that losing my temper and berating the 
governor may have been counterproductive.” 


“It’s alright, we just want to keep civilians well away from danger, cops will work great. So, they 
have a location?” 


“Verily, it seems he absconded to a manor house on the foothills. The location can not contain 
more than twenty of the knaves, by my calculations. Sir Shinzoo, are our brave footmen sufficient 
or should I command my butler to join the expedition?” 


Mina saw Shinsou smile at the way she pronounced his name, and he seemed more curious than 
anything when he answered “Sure, we can use another fighter, if he wishes to join.” 


The royal girl giggled and said “Splendid! Oh Butterworth, peruse the arsenal and equip yourself 
well, you must join us in our crusade!” 


The butler, a bald man with a moustache just looked at his young mistress in despair “Of course, 
Lady Elizabeth.” A few moments later Butterworth joined the heroes and the FBI captain in the 
planning room, wearing a combat vest and with a battle rifle slung over his shoulder. 


The plan was simple; hit the hacienda with overwhelming force, capturing or killing the terrorists. 
The Mexican Policia Federal would form a perimeter and stop any escaping criminals. 


“Sounds good to me, we’ll use stun rounds if the resistance isn’t too stiff, well switch to lethal if 
needed” said the SWAT leader. The butler would follow a similar procedure, and the heroes would 
not use their Quirks lethally unless their lives were in danger. 


The hit would take place at 2 a.m., to take them by surprise. The team loaded onto an FBI 
helicopter and flew away to Mexico. 


“Butterworth, command the Mexicans to start mobilising ten minutes before we land. It is only 
logic that if they move too quickly, we will not take them by surprise. Your Spanish is better than 
mine, after all.” 


Mina knew that the Royal Hero was more of a detective than a powerhouse fighter, but that rapier 
on her side looked deadly enough. 


“T noticed your stare, Lady Ashida, this sword is a replica of one owned by my ancestor, Queen 
Elizabeth the First, though made with current methods. With my Mind Palace Quirk, I must needs 
have a way to fight, and a blade is an elegant option, I believe firearms to be crude and not 
ladylike.” 


“Tt is a cool sword!” Mina replied, not really knowing what to think of Empress. Is she some sort of 
chunnibyou, or is that how they talk among royalty? 


“We’re nearly there! Remember, we take the north side and the FBI take the south!” said Shinsou, 
as their helicopter took them through the mountains into the valley of Monterrey, going over a 
large hill that looked like a horse’s saddle. “This time, youre not getting away, Santa Muerte.” 


There was a darkness in his eyes that Mina did not like at all. 


Teresa Castro de Velazquez was many things; a widow, a criminal, a lady...but above all, she was 
an illusionist. With sleight of hand and a bit of misdirection, her actions might look like actual 
magic for untrained eyes. 


Take for instance the cempasuchil flower she clipped unto her dark hair; a fake flower that pulsed 
along with her breathing and released a delicate fragrance. Another Mexican may be confounded 
by the flower appearing out of season and fixate on that, a foreigner may notice that the flower 
appears to be alive and is seemingly connected to her, causing inquisitive minds to start imagining 
her Quirk to be related to the flower. 


All of that is misdirection; while looking at her flower, her enemies already missed a quick hand 
reaching for her silver-plated handgun. 


A little bit of illusion worked wonders on a larger scale as well; if she performed onstage just as her 
men made a discrete deal with other narcos, all talk would be about how she had escaped that 
locked safe, how she had made doves appear from thin air, how she had disappeared in the end, 
turning into confetti and $20 pesos bank notes. 


A good magician never reveals her tricks, though it may have to do with her Quirk, “Tezcatli” or 
“Smoking Mirror’, which allowed her to subtly pull the eyes of an audience to wherever she 
wished. 


It only worked with complete concentration, and its area of effect was limited only to the first three 
or four rows of her shows, so she relied on common illusions and the word-of-mouth promotion of 
her witnesses to really get the effect she desired. 


And it had worked as a gangster as well; through a series of tricks and gambits she had climbed 
high in the command chain of the largest drug cartel in North America, all of it while extremely 
well dressed and earning her people’s undying loyalty, basically by being a decent boss and not 
getting them killed too much. 


And as a gangster she had developed a sort of sixth sense for danger, a certain feeling of the hairs 
in the back of her neck standing on end when a drug deal would go south or the Federales would do 
a bust of one of her warehouses. 


A feeling she had seldom felt...she had it now. “Pablito, get the car, we’re doing a flash 
performance downtown. Bring the doves and all.” 


“Yes, patrona.” Pablito replied, touching the brim of his hat as a salute. Teresa ditched her skirt and 
blouse, putting on her magician’s outfit, a Mexican take on a gypsy fortuneteller, equal parts 
Eastern mysticism and colonial flare. 


In the yard, Santa Muerte, the cartel’s top killer and all-around fixer, had set up a “carnita asada” 
with most of the other men, mercs and bodyguards. Their third cooler with Carta Blanca beers was 
already half-empty, and the delicious smell of grilled meat filled the air. It was well-known that 
the beef of Mexico’s north was of great quality, and Teresa’s nostrils very much agreed. 


“Garcia, I’m doing a show downtown, you boys are all welcome to join.” 


The crowd of sicarios, rifles slung on their backs, all of them with a can of beer in hand, seemed to 
be having a good time, so Garcia declined in their behalf “It’s already midnight, dofia Teresa, and 
we’ re just about to bring out the tequila...I think we’ll stay.” 


Teresa nodded in acknowledgement, if anyone was stupid enough to do whatever was making her 
instincts flare up, the thirty sicarios in her home could take care of it, while she had complete 
deniability. 


Downtown Monterrey was just as bustling at midnight as at midday, full of tourists enjoying the 
different sights of the nights. 


Her men set up a small stage and sound system and she started a routine “Hello ladies and 
gentlemen! Some of you already know me as the illustrious, the glorious, the magical Lady 
Wildcard! Tricks and magic are afoot! I shall amaze and delight!” 


A small crowd gathered, growing larger as she performed “For my first trick, just to show you ’m 
the real deal, I shall ask for a hat! Any hat! A cap, a beanie, even a large glove will do!” 


She pointed at a kid with a baseball cap “Young one! Help me with this trick!” The kid approached 
cautiously, asking her to give the cap back afterwards, to which Teresa agreed. 


“Audience! Look at the cap, graciously provided by this child! A common All Might cap, with 
nothing on the inside” She showed them the inside of the cap. 


“Oh, but what is this? A Royal Eagle? It is!” The amount of misdirection needed to sneak an eagle 
with a two-meter wingspan inside a small cap was quite a lot, but the gasps and soft muttered 
curses told her that none had seen the trick in its entirety. 


Her hand emerged from the cap holding her tamed eagle, Ernesta, by the chest, and when the eagle 
was finally out, it flew over to perch on a nearby pole. The crowd went wild. “That was great, but 
did you notice that the kid already got his cap back?” The crowd was going apeshit! 


Fifteen minutes of performance later, Teresa had a couple hundred attendees in her audience. 
Whatever had her paranoid didn’t seem to be happening...and then she saw a helicopter, a military 
model. An American military model. 


“For my last trick of the night, I want to ask my awesome audience for their opinion; do I handcuff 
myself to this safe or do I put on the handcuffs behind my back and then escape this safe?” 


With the help of her henchman/assistant Pablito, she got handcuffed behind her back and shoved 
inside a fire-resistant safe. “This box can take a bullet or a fire!” she heard Pablito tell the audience. 
He was probably the best of her sicarios as a showman, even if his role was quite limited. 


The moment the metal door was locked, Teresa slipped out of the handcuffs. They were real, metal 
handcuffs, but with the people’s attention on her wrists no one had seen a small lockpick lodged 
between her left hand’s index and middle fingers. 


The game now was to pick the inside lock, a bit easier than opening it from the outside, but not by 


much. And without water leaking in as in her riskier illusions, it was almost relaxing to do this 
trick. Click click, went the lockpick in her hands, as she took her time opening it. 


Some five minutes and a half later, she emerged, triumphantly “Looks like I found a little 
something on the inside of that box!” She held up a handful of bills as she climbed on top of the 
safe. Standing above the crowd, Teresa jumped “Here’s a little something for your time!” 


The crowd went mad as instead of Teresa falling on top of them, it was a cloud of small 
denomination bills, petty change almost, but still quite a nice gift from a performer. Now this trick 
Teresa wouldn’t reveal even to her assistants, who were just as awed to meet her ten minutes later 
in a hotel. 


“Jefa, looks like the house is on fire” said Pablito as he checked the security cameras from his 
laptop. No, they didn’t, oh no they didn’t! 
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Garcia had just walked back out with a “pomo”’,, a good bottle of tequila, when a helicopter landed 
just outside the hacienda. 


“We’re under attack, boys! Show no mercy!” He opened up the tequila bottle and took a large 
swig; if he was going to die, the taste of thousands of pesos worth of tequila was much better to 
have in his mouth. 


Carefully placing the rest of the bottle on the grass, Garcia pulled on his luchador mask, a 
murderous skull on it. Guess that little tip off back then goes both ways, huh? 


He was glad all the sicarios in the house were already prepared for someone barging in to kill them 
all; every man was already armed and wearing body armour, even those that had complained it 
would get stained with beer or beef grease while they ate. 


Both hands reached down to his hips, the right hand retrieving his handgun and the left his phone. 
The phone was connected to the party speakers, currently playing some mellow banda. 


Let’s lighten up the mood. With a few clicks, the speakers started blasting corridos at full volume. 
He tossed the phone to the ground and ran for cover as the front gate was melted down with a huge 
glob of acid. 


“Gutierrez! Hold the south side! Nacho, Jaime, you boys are with me!” He split the men into 
groups, taking some to the north side and the house. A hail of gunfire almost caught them as they 
vaulted over a low fence, the precise gunfire and the large chunks it tore from the wall’s bricks 
indicating it was a decent sized rifle. 


Garcia had a few more weapons, but he had left them by a table near the north garden's grill before 
going to the south side to check his phone with better wi-fi, which was becoming a clear mistake. 


“We're fifty meters away from the rest of my guns, thirty meters to the house. Cover me to my 
guns and I cover you to the house!” he ordered his sicarios, starting to run towards the grill and the 
tables, where five more of the men were already reacting to the attack. 


As he ran, bullets whizzed past him, missing him by mere inches. He was starting to get angry, a 
cold rage that would consume him. Good, that's how my Quirk works. 


“Santa Muerte” was what he called his Quirk, to intimidate and impress, being vague about what it 
did exactly for added effect. Some thought he could perceive time slower and shoot more 
accurately; he couldn’t, he just trained a lot. 


Others thought it was a devilish ability that could make him appear, kill and disappear; it was just 
being quiet and having a really common face when out of his mask. 


His Quirk made him a better fighter when angry. More strength, more resistance, better healing. He 
could get shot half to death and survive with enough anger. It wasn’t a flashy Quirk, and it didn’t 
make him unkillable, but he'd be damned if he didn’t know how much of an advantage it was. 


Maybe it would have worked much better with a person with actual emotions and normal anger, 
and not just a barely contained psychopath, but he wasn’t the one who assigned Quirks after all. 


A shot pierced through his calf, missing the bone, and he just kept running. I'll fucking wreck 
someone for that! He was just steps away from his rifle and shotgun when he saw one of the 
enemy, a phosphorescent pink teenager, swoop past him and flip in the air like an ice skater before 
turning it into a strong kick against one of the men by the grill, who fell to the ground, knocked 
out. 


“You should have attacked ME instead” Santa Muerte snarled, reaching both weapons, slinging the 
rifle on his back and aiming the shotgun at the girl, the first enemy in shooting distance. With a 
roar he shot at her, aiming for the head. 


The enemy girl had managed to send a wave of acid In front of her face in time, melting the 
shotgun pellets before they smashed her head in, but not completely nullifying the shockwave 
packed by the shot, hitting her with reduced force, about as hard as a good punch. 


The girl fell to the ground, her face starting to get swollen, and she started rolling to get back up. 
By then the other fighters had reached fighting distance, so Santa Muerte switched his aim to the 
next one, a man in a tuxedo armed with a battle rifle. 


Shots were exchanged, forcing Santa Muerte to take cover behind a stone table, while two other 
fighters moved up. 


The tuxedo man kept Santa Muerte’s head down and managed to snipe one of the men, Nacho, 
piercing both his snake head and his black hat. A normal man may have been angered by the death 
of a comrade in arms, Santa Muerte didn’t much care. 


Peaking out, he shot a shotgun blast against the other enemies, aiming at a blonde teenager in some 
sort of elegant dress and bits of armour. The shot was a slug, hitting the girl in the right arm, which 
fell limp by her side, but she kept dragging her pink companion to cover behind a column. 


Where did the other one go? Santa Muerte peaked out to shoot again and he wasn’t there...to the 
left, where the rest of his men were holding, he heard a scream. 


Turning around, he saw a hero in a grey jumpsuit and body armour using some sort of scarf to 
entangle his men and their weapons while he used a metal bo-staff to attack the vulnerable men. 
The sicarios were being beaten to a pulp by the hero...by the guy he had fought a few days past, 
this Hitoshi guy. 


The promise of a rematch made the smell of blood rise to his nose, intermingling with the stench of 
steaks that had burned while they fought and the gunpowder of his shotgun. 


“This time it’s to the death, hero.” Santa Muerte snarled, shooting blast after blast in his direction, 
cutting through his own men to get him. He saw some blood in his left arm, good! 


A click told him the shotgun was empty, and there was no time to reload round by round, so he 
tossed it and took up his rifle, spraying in the hero’s direction. Another splash of blood was his 
reward, though no more of his men stood outside the hacienda. 


I got more on the inside, better move up and use them. Firing to cover his movement, Santa Muerte 


retreated back to the house, taking cover behind the fountain with two of the men. 


He noticed some pain in his right bicep; a rifle round had tore through his arm and the bone was 
almost broken. That pissed him off further! 


A flashbang grenade exploded, distracting him just a moment, but by then they had been flanked, 
the blonde girl disarming one of the men and the other being shot with a rubber bullet to the groin 
by the man in the tuxedo. Santa Muerte unloaded his rifle’s magazine on the tuxedo man’s 
midsection, dropping him. 


Switching to your sidearm is always faster than reloading, had once said a wise man, so Santa 
Muerte took out his handgun, a gold plated .45 with pearl grips depicting the real Saint of Death. 
Eight shots of .45 where enough to kill a teenage girl and finish off this butler! 


The first shot took the girl in the stomach, making her flinch, the second took her in the chest, 
taking her down. The third shot was aimed at her head, but then the moonlight was covered by a 
shadow, a man jumping from the hacienda’s roof... 


Jumping directly into Santa Muerte’s chest. 


As they fell down together, he felt cloth binding his hands and pulling his pistol away from him, 
and the man grabbed his head, slamming him against the cobblestones. His vision blurred, and his 
grip on his anger was completely lost. 


The operation had gone smoothly at the start, the landing had been smooth and effective, and the 
teams had breached the gate expertly, with Mina dissolving it to smithereens with a giant ball of 
acid. 


Caught unawares, most of the narcos in front of the gate had been taken down with tranquilizer 
shots or rubber bullets, in an effort to treat the enemy as humanely as possible. 


The enemy had started to react by then, swinging around from the south and fortifying the northern 
position by overturning stone tables, and Shinsou had seen the familiar, hated face mask of Santa 
Muerte as the Sicario led the charge against them, a shiny pistol in hand. 


“Over the top, lads!” had said Butterworth, a retired soldier, spy and hero who had somehow ended 
up serving the British royals as a butler, as he knocked out another enemy criminal. 


When a bullet hit Butterworth’s armour vest, not going through but clearly injuring the butler, he 
smiled savagely, saying “It makes me jolly to hunt the dangerous game again!” 


Shinsou felt his stomach drop as the old man dropped his rifle’s magazine and switched it for a 
lethal one. Police can kill when their lives are threatened and to protect others, it is like that. And 
as he saw Santa Muerte shooting back at them, Shinsou felt that one death in particular was more 
than justified. 


“Forth, the cavalry!” said Empress, waving her sword in the air as she sprinted to cover beside 
Shinsou. We have to get closer...their Quirks don’t seem to be particularly strong, they are relying 
on weapons. In close quarters we are better fighters. 


As they ran, Mina sped past them, skating along the ground on top of a stream of slippery acid. 


“T’ve got them!” she yelled as she moved away. 


Shinsou watched her, awestruck. It was a work of art, how she combined ice skating, her Quirk and 
capoeira to rush one of the narcos and deliver a devastating kick to the head. She’s so good at this; 
fast, strong and she has good instincts...this is why the government chose her for the mission. 


Shinsou and Empress were close behind when he heard the deafening boom of a shotgun. The 
world seemed to slow to a crawl as he saw the shotgun’s pellets move towards Mina. No, no...NO! 


He saw Mina had reacted to a previous shot landing near her and sent a barrier of acid to cover 
herself, the Acid Veil catching the deadly pellets with a second or two to spare, but the physical 
shockwave of the shotgun blast still caught her in the face. 


“Mina!” he yelled, stepping towards her, he had to know she was safe, but the clear voice of 
Empress made him stop “I will extract our friend, you must flank now!” 


Shinsou didn’t know if it was the authority of the voice or the fact that he knew, deep down, that if 
he got emotional about Mina, he would compromise the mission. As he moved to flank the 
distracted enemy troops, he saw Mina move. Thank you gods, thank you! 


Anger and fear for Mina fuelled him as he sprinted along the gunfire and vaulted over one of the 
stone tables the narcos were using as cover, landing on the other side with a roll, his shoulders 
already moving the capture weapon around to catch the five men around him. 


The full capture weapon had more than enough length to wrap around hands, weapons and feet as 
he extended a collapsible metal bo-staff, aiming his first strike at the closest man, striking at the 
kneecap. Breaking your legs is not killing you, count yourself lucky. 


The capture weapon twisted and turned with his shoulder movements, disarming the men and 
bringing them close so he could smack them to submission, striking hard and fast with the bo, 
breaking the second man’s cheekbone, the third man’s arms, the fourth one’s nose and the fifth’s 
collarbone. 


Around him, the narcos shrieked in pain at every hit while trying to get close enough to punch or 
kick back at him. Away from his little area of the battle, the shots still rang, the steady report of 
Butterworth’s rifle contrasted with Santa Muerte’s booming shotgun. 


And then the shotgun was turned against him, shooting through the narcos, blast after blast. He ‘’s 
murdering his own men to try to kill me! A blast hit Shinsou’s right arm, drawing a spray of blood. 
It’s just a flesh wound...I won’t lose the arm, I'll be alright. The wounds stung, but not enough to 
make Shinsou stop fighting. 


As the shotgun blasts continued to turn the narcos around him to shreds, Shinsou did his best to 
avoid the fire, twisting and turning away from the shots. 


When the last man dropped dead, Shinsou saw the shotgun’s barrel aimed directly at his face, but 
the shot didn’t come. He heard a click, and saw Santa Muerte transition to the rifle he had on a 
sling, spraying a burst of automatic gunfire his way. 


Shinsou leapt out of the way, trying to get behind the stone table, but one of the bullets struck him. 
“FUCK!” he muttered, as a burning pain consumed his entire right buttock. 


Getting shot in the ass is just ridiculous. He managed to roll away from another stream of gunfire 
and get into cover as Butterworth made Santa Muerte retreat. 


Empress ran beside him, holding her rapier in her left hand now, her right arm limp by her side 
“We have pushed the brutes back to their last redoubt, no more than five remain standing. On your 
feet, sir, we must end this battle!” sheathing her sword in its scabbard momentarily, Empress 
offered a hand for Shinsou to get up. 


“How is Mina? Is she alright?” 


“Your fair lady is in good spirits, but her sense of balance is impaired, as far as I saw. I 
commanded her to remain in the rearguard” Relief washed over Shinsou, only to be quickly 
replaced by even more anger. He hurt Mina. He has to pay. 


“T have a stratagem I would suggest, if I may be so bold” offered Empress, who seemed adamant 
not to let the raid’s momentum die down “Even when in my regalia, I take up less space and can 
easily fit through windows. And you, sir, are possessed of remarkable agility, and thus can fall on 
our enemies from the sky. Butterworth, give them a proper English greeting.” 


In response, the butler just sprinted to the front entrance to the hacienda, firing his weapon. “You 
sure you can climb a window with a broken arm?” 


Shinsou asked the royal hero, who replied “One armed up-and-pullys on the bar at the royal train- 
and-trainy are elementary, sir.” For a moment she had sounded almost normal, despite using some 
clearly made up words. The Empress then ran for a window, grabbing the ledge above it and 
swinging her legs to kick the glass and enter the building. 


With a groan, brought on by the pain on his arm and his ass, Shinsou ran up to the hacienda’s wall, 
climbing up just as Aizawa had taught him. 


Parkour is the basis of street-level heroics, kid, so watch carefully. When you run up to a wall, you 
have to use the last step to kick with the wall, pushing yourself upwards. We’ll try on this wall 
first; kick the wall up and catch the ledge. No, you did it wrong, you are kicking away from the 
wall, not up! Do it again! 


His boot left a muddy print where his foot had connected, kicking upwards. The nearest windowsill 
was still out of his reach, so he kicked again with the other foot, moving his hands to touch the 
wall as he moved upwards. 


It took us two days to get it right, Shinsou, now you need to climb the rest. A short wall is easy, you 
can just clamber up like when doing a muscle-up at the gym...even easier if you push with your 
legs. But you'll be climbing much taller walls as a hero. 


Shinsou’s hands reached a windowsill, and he pulled his body up, using the carved stone as easily 
as a regular man would use a ladder. The window had bars as protection, very easy to climb. From 
the top of the window, he was just about a meter shy from the next, and with a leap he heaved his 
body along, getting to the next window and continuing his climb. 


The roof’s next. With another short leap, he reached over for the roof tiles and clambered over, 
using his arms, back and core, and a bit of help from his legs. What a pretty building, such a shame 
to have tracked mud all along the wall. 


From the hacienda’s third floor he could clearly see the garden in the middle, dominated by a 
fountain, the flower beds and the cobblestones a stark contrast to the bullet holes and the puddles 
of blood gathering around the entire hacienda. 


Shinsou rushed to the edge of the roof to jump into battle as he saw Empress rush one of the 


sicarios, disarming him and knocking him out with a smack of her sword hilt, just as Santa Muerte 
switched to his handgun. The bastard shot the royal girl from close range, twice. 


Shinsou didn’t know if his comrade hero was alright or if she was dead, all that mattered was the 
fight. Just one enemy in sight, Shinsou leapt high into the air, twisting his body as he fell to drop 
right into the fucker’s chest. 


The capture weapon was already extending, wrapping around Santa Muerte, around his neck, 
around his hands, around that tacky golden pistol. 


Shinsou landed with both feet on the man’s chest, moving up to push further with his knees and 
twisting his abdomen to get behind him. Shinsou grabbed the luchador mask roughly and slammed 
it to the cobblestones as they both fell, rolling to further dissipate the fall’s momentum. 


A normal enemy would have probably died from the weight of an adult male jumping on them 
from a height of three floors, not to mention having their head slammed against stone afterwards, 
but Santa Muerte was starting to get back up. 


Shinsou lost no time, extending his bo-staff again and striking at the closest available body part, 
the left hand, catching the fingers with a sickening crunch. 


The capture weapon was still around Santa Muerte’s hands and neck, so he couldn‘t get away! “Pll 
make you pay” said Shinsou with a snarl as he managed to hit Santa Muerte in the chin with the 
bo. 


The Sicario didn’t answer in words, he just roared and attacked, ignoring the heavy strike against 
his elbow and rushing in to tackle Shinsou. The tackle didn’t take Shinsou directly to the ground as 
he managed to stand his ground for a few steps, but when he finally stumbled, they crashed 
through a flimsy wooden door, falling down on a tiled floor. 


Shinsou had lost the bo staff somewhere in the scuffle, and didn’t have a weapon in hand, the 
capture tool just entangling both in a dangerous grapple. He needed to get untangled before Santa 
Muerte could pin him down... 


With a movement of the neck, Shinsou released his grip on the capture weapon, turning it into little 
more than rope, and sent an end around the leg of a heavy wooden table, allowing him to pull and 
get Santa Muerte away for a second. 


Shinsou stumbled back a few steps, getting up. He was in a kitchen...full of knives, pans, plates... 


Grabbing the closest object, he threw it at the Sicario’s face, a china mug exploding into 
fragments. For a second, he could almost hear Mina beside him saying “Yeet!” or something like 
that at him. 


Next, he threw a plate, then a skillet, then a knife, keeping the bigger man at bay for the moment, 
but he was slowly disentangling himself from the capture weapon, and Shinsou was running out of 
options. 


“Come on, little hero” said Santa Muerte in a low growl before roaring again and charging, 
catching Shinsou with a fist in the face. Santa Muerte took his other hand and yanked, hard, at 
Shinsou’s hair, grabbing hold of his head just to slam it, face first against his knee. 


Shinsou felt that his head would explode, that his forehead would burst as it met the knee. 


He fell down, but Santa Muerte hadn't noticed something; in Shinsou’s hand was the capture 


weapon again, now just tangled around the Sicario. 


Just as the killing blow was about to land, Shinsou pulled on the capture weapon, which tightened 
around the man’s arms, legs and neck. Santa Muerte had lost his balance and stood close enough to 
a large stained-glass window... 


Taking a couple of quick steps to add more speed, Shinsou delivered a dropkick to the man’s chest, 
sending him flying out to the northern garden. 


Still tangled, Santa Muerte struggled to get up, crawling away to get something to help him stand 
up. Shinsou stepped over the shards of broken glass and slowly caught up to the Sicario. 


Grabbing the capture rope around the man’s neck, Shinsou pulled him upwards so that he could tie 
him up properly. “I said you would pay, you will pay now.” Shinsou told the Sicario, who 
struggled against the binds ineffectually. 


Shinsou dragged the man a couple meters more to a charcoal grill, still burning hot, sending the 
smoke of charred steaks into the air. 


Still holding Santa Muerte by the neck, Shinsou grabbed the mask with his left hand “I can’t stand 
the smell of burning plastics” he said. Then he pushed Santa Muerte’s face down on the grill, 
burning him savagely. 


The stench of burning flesh became unbearable, so he removed the Sicario and slumped him 
against the grill. “I’ve had worse burns by accident, you coward!” spat Santa Muerte, even with 
half his face scarred by the grill bars. 


“[’m not gonna torture you...I will kill you! You... You bastard!” From a nearby corpse, Shinsou 
took a rifle. It felt heavy and clumsy in his hands, and he felt like he was going to drop it, but he 
knew that it needed to be done. 


He placed the muzzle on Santa Muerte’s forehead, and brought his finger closer to the trigger... 
“Shinsou, no! Don’t let this make you into a killer!” It was Mina, her voice afraid, full of anguish. 


And then, Shinsou knew that he couldn’t do it. It wasn’t killing the enemy in battle, he had beaten 
this man, defeated him, and he was executing a prisoner. It wasn’t war...it was murder. 


He yelled in anger, in pain, in frustration, in grief. He yelled, and he turned the rifle over, swinging 
it as a club at the Sicario to knock him out. 


He fell to his knees, crying. He hadn't avenged the young man who had died, he hadn't avenged all 
who had been injured and who had lost part of their lives at that bridge. 


He hadn't been this man’s executioner, and his tears were joy for not having to bear that in his 
conscience as well. 


He felt arms around him, hugging him, and he melted into the hug, his tears flowing freely. 


“Tt’s alright, we won, we won” said Mina, her voice soothing, her hand gently caressing Shinsou’s 
hair. The faint smell of a burning building behind them was all he could feel as he gave himself in 
to the hug even further. 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, thanks so much for reading and commenting! 


Dystopia 


Chapter Notes 


A little explanation on just how this Quirkless nation ended up being such a threat! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The War Underminister hurried to a meeting with his superior as well as the Ministers of Culture 
and Secrecy, overseers of Ndege Mweusi’s spies and secret police. 


His birth name "forgotten" the day he had joined the government, the Underminister couldn’t help 
but miss the days when people didn’t have to call him by such a long name. The power was very 
much to his liking, though. 


The employee grav train for the Citadel was packed with bureaucrats and soldiers, its use was 
forbidden for civilians. If he had less favour with the Minister of War, he would be sweating much 
more by now, fearing for both his life and his job, but they were on good terms, so he might just 
get a scolding after the meeting. 


Finally at the Citadel, he showed his holographic access card to the Control Police guards, who 
waved him in with a nod. Even with all his rank, he had never seen one of the officers unmasked, it 
was part of the intimidation factor to make them seem completely inhuman. 


The propaganda of having a common enemy only got the Hidden Valley Empire so far, and a 
strong police force was needed to keep any possible dissidents down. 


Passing through the government workers and administration personnel, Underminister finally made 
it to the meeting room, a cavernous hall decorated in stone and hardwood in a style both 
contemporary and reminiscent of the Hidden Valley’s history, back when the nation was self- 
sufficient and isolated, and all contact with the outside world was completely regulated. 


An ancestral carving on a huge slab of dark hardwood dominated one wall with a pictorial history 
of the country. 


The nation, known as Mbele in its beginning, thousands of years back, had started as any kingdom 
in early antiquity; by a river, the Ndege, with a source in the mountains and gathering in a great 
lake, full of fish and with calm waves. 


The earliest residents of Mbele had been fishermen at the lake, who had through the years 
transformed to farmers on the riverbanks, herders of cattle and even merchants. 


Small villages gave way to towns and in the plain between the lake and the Mountain of the Crows, 
a city started to grow, Bonde Siri. 


The valley had become a civilization at about the same time as the early Chinese in the Yellow 
River and the first civilizations of the Tigris and Euphrates in Mesopotamia, and would grow 
independently, unmolested by the less advanced tribes beyond the mountains. 


Evolving in parallel with Egypt, Greece and even Rome, Mbele was prosperous in its isolation, the 
internal trade between towns and the city bustling, the people not particularly curious about 


exploring the outside world: 


“The gods gave us the finest place on the world to live in, beyond our mountains only wilderness 
and desert can be seen...why leave?” had said one of the Kings around the time of Alexander the 
Great, who conquered elsewhere in the world. 


First contact with foreigners, apart from incursions by neighbouring tribes, very easily repelled, 
was an expedition sent years later by one of the Ptolemy pharaohs of Egypt, who had decided he 
would find the most southern part of Africa and had sent a crew of three hundred adventurers 
south, telling them to keep going until they found the shore or their deaths. 


A small group of them had gotten lost in the mountains and stumbled upon Mbele, and had 
brokered the First Trade, where Egypt would send a shipment of camels and elephants in exchange 
for precious gems mined in Mbele’s mountains. 


With the First Trade, Mbele opened up to the world, receiving envoys from Ptolemy and from other 
African realms. 


A couple centuries later, during the reign of Augustus in Rome, Mbele sent its first delegation 
away, stopping in Alexandria and Rome, bringing back technology and techniques for warfare, and 
the seed of imperium, planted ever after in the mind of Kings and generals, even while Mbele did 
not further expand beyond the mountains. 


Centuries later, as a caravan from Mansa Musa of Mali arrived with gold, a great meteorite had 
struck Mbele, landing in the great lake and smiting the city of Bonde Siri. 


It would take decades for the city to rise again, almost a century for the lake to fill again, but the 
strange minerals in the meteor had changed the water by then. 


Mbele’s citizens changed as well, becoming stronger, quicker, deadlier. It happened ever so 
gradually, taking centuries and centuries. From beyond the mountains, talk of slavery had started, 
and the King had closed off the borders, for good. 


Not until the XX") century would Mbele re-join the world, discreetly, with spies and backdoor 
deals. And with the rise of the Quirks, Mbele had shined as the only place where no child had ever 
been born with one, not ever. 


Supremacist ideas had caught quickly as the Hidden Valley, as their outside world contacts knew 
them, collectively decided that the mutations in the human genome, the Quirks, where the work of 
devils and demons, in an attempt to destroy humanity and replace it with changelings and monsters. 


Underminister knew that a lot of the motivation for the hate against Quirks came from fear, fear 
against individuals blessed with overpowering, unnatural abilities. What mattered if a citizen was 
taller and stronger and cleverer, if the enemy could command the winds or paralyse them with 
blood? Produce fire from their hands? Induce nightmares in innocent people? 


"Witchcraft", it was called, and in many cases it was, in the minds if the people. As an immigrant 
to the valley, Underminister knew better. 


Fifty years ago, in the reign of Ndege Mweusi’s father, word had reached Mbele that a witch 
doctor had risen in a village a day’s march away from the mountains, taking over the minds of the 
locals, and making them his slaves. 


The people had clamoured for blood, and blood had been spilled. Cautiously, discretely, Mbele had 


expanded, taking over the country around them. The liberated people joined the kingdom as 
colonies, and soon their towns started to grow into cities with help of Mbele’s technology. 


In moments, Mbele had turned from isolationist to expansionist, and in the next thirty years would 
conquer the entire country where they had emerged from. 


In the conquered territories, fervour for the King rose at the same rate as hate for Quirks, and 
entire populations were exterminated. Few were missed by the new citizens. Some villages were 
raised to the ground, urged by the liberated themselves, due to conflicts of race or religion...in 
order to have a united people, the king had always sided with the strong in such cases, even if it 
meant killing his own people. 


And then Ndege Mweusi had taken power, twenty years ago, and after preparing for years, 
gathering weapons and technology, forging alliances and gathering troops, the King had attacked, 
sweeping the continent aggressively and decisively. 


The Americans, the Chinese, even the Russians had taken the side of the Quirked people the 
regime was “unjustly exterminating” and had opposed them, but the enemy were not united against 
Mbele, and their armies were smaller, peacekeeping forces barely suited for holding a single 
country at a time, if at all. 


Even so, as War Underminister (and well informed man), he knew just how tough the resistance 
was becoming, as the enemy steeled their resolve. 


“Underminister of War, please stop staring at that carving and give us your input here.” The order 
was from the Minister of Secrecy, his eyes inscrutable behind his black mask, his gloved hand 
pointing at a hologram on the meeting desk. 


The Underminister moved to join his superiors, adding his report about the invasion front in India 
to the file. “What have we here...two personal files, Mexicans. Our allies, my lord?” he asked, 
looking at the pictures, a man in a mask and a woman dressed like some sort of magician. 


The Minister of Culture replied “The man was a hitman for our late ally, Pestilentia. Not one of the 
efficient, sneaky ones, Secrecy here has those still, one of the common thugs rather. They caught 
him, and burned this woman’s house, so she wants revenge. We will give you the task to oversee 
the resources for a hit with her help.” 


“Yes, my lord.” Underminister replied. 


“What’s your report on the fronts, underling?” asked his superior, the Minister of War. Behind his 
mask, War seemed very bored; with how much Ndege Mweusi was involved in the campaign, War 
seemed to be managing lesser battles, taking the invasion of South America personally as his 
command. 


“Partisans in India made a beachhead and we managed to advance quickly. With current estimates, 
we will take Delhi within the month.” 


With a bored tone, War asked “Do they need reinforcements? Anything to occupy this bored 
citizen?” 


“No, my lord. The generals assure me that they have every resource needed and that the casualties 
are no higher than expected.” 


Secrecy then said, “How did my mechs perform in Nairobi, underling?”’ 


Underminister added the footage to the hologram, and replied ““Admirably, they cut through the 
American’s like a pack of cheetahs and a herd of gazelles. We only lost thirty percent of the force, 
and only one due to the fall in the landing.” 


“Well then, I believe we can start the new plan for the King, in that case. We need to figure out 
how to better take advantage of a major enemy city being obliterated from the map.” Culture’s eyes 
had a fierce look in them, like a predatory eagle’s. 


Secrecy added “An offensive like that could create countless opportunities...” 


War seemed to have a bit more energy now that they were planning for more death and destruction 
“Planning such an act could take some time, some very enjoyable time. Three weeks, perhaps. 
Secrecy, would our friend be able to help us make the best of such a chance?” 


“She’ll love the idea.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, today's chapters are split because their tone differences were too 
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Operation: Sleepy Boi 


Chapter Notes 
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Mina supported Shinsou as they got away from the hacienda, which had quickly caught fire when 
some coals from a grill had gone flying and set a curtain on fire. 


Outside, the Federales were processing the narcos they had taken captive, as well as bagging those 
that had been sadly killed, and had set up a tent with some medical supplies. “They shot you, 
Shinsou, we need to get you looked at by a doctor!” 


The hero was exhausted, and he was going pale by the blood loss he had already suffered, and he 
didn’t answer. 


In the tent, they found a federal police medic working on a captive that was bleeding heavily from 
a pierced vein. With a heavy accent, the doctor told them they could take some supplies, but he 
was busy, and the triage would put Shinsou in the least of his concerns at the moment. So, Mina 
grabbed a med kit and walked Shinsou outside again. 


“This is the stupidest injury ve ever seen, Ashido.” Shinsou muttered as he hopped along while 
Mina found them a place to lay down so she could at least clean his wounds. 


A neighbour in another hacienda opened the door for them, saying that she would allow her house 
to be used as a hospital if needed, so Mina took Shinsou to one of the rooms and set him down on 
the bed. 


“Mina, you should get medical aid first, you could have died” his voice was weak but full of 
concern for her safety. 


“T’ll only have a swollen face, my Acid Veil was super awesome!” she hadn't even had the time to 
be scared, her instincts had kicked in and she had made it out alive, even if her face stung quite a 
bit. 


“Now tell me where it hurts!” she said, doing her best impression of Recovery Girl. It brought a 
weak grin to Shinsou’s face, which made her very happy as well. 


“There’s my arm...and they shot my ass. Please don’t laugh.” 


Mina would have laughed in another occasion, but right now she was concerned “T’ll start with 
your arm, can you try and get comfortable? I’m going to have to cut your sleeve, I’m sorry” 


Shinsou didn’t really react “It’s just a sleeve, do it.” 


Mina opened the med kit, taking out the paramedic shears, the weird shape finally making sense as 
she used them to cut away Shinsou’s sleeve. The arm was covered in blood, and she could see a 
nasty cut where the blast had just glanced against his skim. 


“T’m going to clean it with some alcohol, it’s gonna sting. Do you want something to bite?” He 
grabbed one of his gloves, rolled it up and shoved it into his mouth, and gave her a nod. 


Mina poured the medical alcohol on a cotton pad and started cleaning the blood away, feeling 
concern as she saw Shinsou’s eyes grow wide in pain, his jaw clench as he bit down, and his other 


hand tighten into a fist. 


“Tt’s clean now, at least the outside...I think you caught two pellets here, not too deep, but they 
will get infected if I don’t remove them immediately.” Shinsou’s eyes had no hint of fear, just an 
iron determination. 


From the bag, Mina withdrew a pair of forceps, using them to extract the small metallic pellets, 
dropping them unto a small cup she had also found in the bag. Mina was really surprised how calm 
she felt while doing all this paramedic work, she had really learned a lot in that class, she had 
earnestly learned it. 


“I’m going to stitch it now, okay? I will be careful, but I will not promise it will not hurt.” He just 
nodded several times, holding on by sheer willpower. 


“You’re gonna have a couple of cool scars to impress people now!” Mina said as she gently patted 
his arm. I didn’t notice his arms were this toned...I should really pay more attention to details. 


Spitting out the glove for a moment, Shinsou said “How would I even impress someone like that, 
eh?” 


Softly caressing his arm, well away from the injury, Mina replied “You can tell a pretty girl that 
she can touch it and use it as an excuse to get her to really see your arms.” 


“That’s weird and annoying, why would I want some other girl to go touching my arm?” 


Mina pouted at him, then laughed “The pretty girl in the example was me, you dummy!” He 
smiled a bit in response, probably more from Mina’s laughter than from the roundabout 
compliment about his arms. His rather sexy arms. 


“If you’re finished with that can you please do my ass?” then, as if he had just noticed how he had 
said that, Shinsou said “Fix my ass, I mean. Don’t think about any other possible meanings. Yeah, 
no meanings, yeah.” 


After Mina put a bandage over his stitches, she instructed him to lay down on his chest. “I'll also 
have to cut your pants and underwear, I’m really sorry.” 


She saw him blush intensely, but he finally shook his head “I can use a towel or something until I 
can get my change of clothes, it’s less embarrassing than bleeding out because some guy shot my 
buttcheek.” 


Mina couldn’t help but giggle at hearing him say “buttcheek” in a completely serious voice, but she 
composed herself and started with the task, cutting away the pants first, then his boxers. 


“T didn’t picture you as the kind of guy to wear this kind of underwear’ she said, taking the chance 
to be a complete pervert and stare at his behind with abandon. Looks like you do squats as much as 
me, Shinsou, this is a very nice pale butt. 


“Do you ponder about my underwear a lot, Ashido?” he said with a cheeky smile, catching her 
looking at his butt. 


Blushing, Mina replied as if it wasn’t a big deal “Not really, not at all! Just stay still, Ill do the 
same as with the arm.” 


The bullet here had been caught quite shallowly, she could see it without needing to pull away the 
skin, but he was bleeding a bit, so she cleaned away the blood first. With her left hand Mina held 


Shinsou’s glute, obviously just so he wouldn’t move, not having perverted thoughts at all... 
“Did you just squeeze my buttcheek?” 


“Shut up, I’m looking for the bullet now, bite down on something!” she gave the pale cheek 
another playful squeeze before turning over to use the pliers and remove the bullet. 


She heard a very muffled “Fuck” coming from Shinsou, and his back tensed as well, but she 
extracted the fragment, the lead round all twisted from impact. Another pass of the alcohol-soaked 
cotton pad to clean the wound, she stitched it closed, and placed a plaster above it. 


“Done!” she said, squeezing his other buttcheek just to watch him squirm a bit. 
“Ashido! You’re abusing your power as a medical service provider!” 


He looked flustered but also had a very cheeky smile...was he liking how forward she was being? 
“You should get yourself healed, now. Please.” 


Mina made sure he would be comfortable, fluffing a pillow and putting it under his face and said 
“ll put some cream on my face to reduce the swelling and check back on you in a bit, okay? If 
you can go to sleep, please do.” 


I already grabbed his butt, maybe I should...what the hell, I just pulled off my best move ever, I 
deserve a reward! 


She got in real close and kissed his cheek “Be right back!” 


Rushing out before she could judge his reaction, Mina grabbed the med kit and left the room, 
searching for a bathroom. 


She opened the door without knocking and found Empress in her underwear, putting some healing 
ointment on her midsection “The knave had a wicked aim; had my royal regalia not been thus 
fortified, I might have perished! Do close the door, though, I implore you, the air outside is colder 
than I expected in my calculations.” 


Mina just nodded and started applying ointment on her face, the tingly, cold feeling of its effect 
instantaneously making her feel better. Beside her, Empress dressed in another dress, packing the 
one used in the operation in a richly embroidered suitcase. 


“T must acknowledge your bravery on the field, friend. We sure gave them a proper walloping!” 


Checking her face for further bruises one last time, the royal left, saying “I will address the men 
and congratulate them for the victory, as well as thank the owner of this abode for the refuge she 
has provided our cause, she will be handsomely rewarded! And Butterworth will fetch some 
breakfast as well, should we deliver it to the room where Sir Shonso was operated on?” 


Good God, she’s “verbose”! “Yeah, I'll be there too!” With the bathroom to herself, Mina decided 
she would at least wash her hair a little bit to get some of the smoke out. 


I should have washed my face before putting on the cream, what a dumb mistake! Feeling much 
better after leaving the bathroom, Mina went to look for the house’s owner, finding her speaking 
with the police chief that had setup the perimeter. 


“Ma’am, we’re really really super thankful that you let us use some rooms and the bathroom! We 
will wash and pay for any damage and...” 


Mina started while bowing politely in the Japanese manner, only to be stopped by the owner’s 
fluffy raised hand “It is alright, I really admire heroes! And those neighbours were really rude, 
always with the loud music!” 


The lady with the features of a grizzly bear and a beautiful bright dress, gave Mina a pat on the 
head and turned to keep discussing with the police chief in Spanish. 


Well, that was great! Now just a bit of rest...Mina was really starting to feel the effect of staying up 
all through the night and the day before, plus the raid itself... 


“Oh, you’re back...How are you? Is everything better now?” Shinsou’s voice had that slight tone 
of concern in his voice, that would have sounded monotone or maybe even sarcastic to someone 
who didn’t know him well. 


“The healing cream is miraculous, I can already move my eyebrows and all!” Mina got right in his 
face, wiggling her eyebrows to explain. Oh dear he’s close. 


“You look better...I was really worried, I’m glad.” 


The soft smile melted Mina’s heart. “I’m really super tired, though. I feel like I could nap five 
days!” 


“T haven’t been able to fall asleep, I’m tired and all but I just can’t...I’ll leave you the bed, just help 
me stand or something.” 


Mina didn’t want to have him hopping around with his injuries... “Stay there, the bed’s big 
enough!” She jumped unto the bed, taking care to give Shinsou enough space “See? You have your 
side and I have mine!” 


“T guess that’s agreeable, I want you to rest comfortably...and it would be unwise to move a lot 
with the stitches, I guess.” He turned his head around and started to breathe rhythmically. 


“Would you sleep easier if I played with your hair? Told you a story? Whispered in your ears?” 
asked Mina, she had enough energy to help a bit more “My mom used to do that when I couldn’t 
sleep, and I drifted off super easy! And I think you liked when I played with your hair that other 
time...” 


“Tt can’t hurt to try” he said, his back shuddering when her hands started playing with the smooth 
tufts of indigo hair. 


“You have really pretty hair...sometimes I wish mine was this straight! You want a story too?” she 
asked, getting a bit closer. 


His shoulders seemed to become much less tense, and he answered “Yeah, just tell me about 
whatever, just to distract my mind from the stitches, the pain...” 


“Okay! How about I tell you about this cool video I saw the other day? It was super fun!” 


He nodded, he was clearly more focused on the nice feeling on his hair. Mina started rambling 
about the anecdote, diverging from the story at various points to tell something related, or the 
reaction when she had told Tooru or a random thought that had occurred to her... 


“*’,.and then he was like “I’m gonna yeet those feet!””” She giggled at her own story, then yawned. 
I’m soooo sleepy. 


She poked Shinsou a bit with her finger, he didn’t react. He was breathing deeply...he had fallen 
asleep! Mina moved a bit closer, gave him a pat on the head and closed her eyes. Mission: Sleepy 
Boi is successful, it is time to sleep! 


Chapter End Notes 
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Paper documents and tickets home 
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Hitoshi Shinsou woke up feeling very confused. He still felt a bit tired, his injured arm and behind 
were a bit sore as well, and there was an unknown weight pinning him down slightly...and also, he 
had drooled a bit on the pillow. That’s why I normally sleep on my back. 


He moved carefully, turning round to rest his weight on the side of his body that had no injuries, 
moving his head to see what the unknown weight was...Mina’s arm? 


She had moved in a bit closer and placed an arm over his back, almost protectively. J really don’t 
deserve all this attention and care, he thought. Shinsou was trying to think of a way to deal with 
her arm when, with a quick knock on the door, Butterworth the butler and the royal hero, Empress, 
barged in. 


“T apologize for the intrusion in such an intimate situation, but our forces have been provided with 
local delicacies, and I elected to share the provisions immediately, though Butterworth had argued 
against such an act! The use of a microwave oven to heat up a precious, local foodstuff is barbaric 
in my eyes!” 


The loquacious young woman gave them a brightly coloured plastic bag filled with Styrofoam 
containers. “I believe these are called “tacos de carnitas”, young sir’ said Butterworth, as they 
placed the food on the bedside table. Then, as suddenly as they had appeared, the two Brits left. 


Stirred by the food, Mina had started moving, eagerly sniffing the air. Shinsou turned around to 
face her, carefully setting down her arm, watching her nose twitch a little and a smile appear on her 
lips. Oh God, she’s cute. She’ll be the death of me. 


His heart was beating faster just by watching her be so close to him, by seeing her black eyes 
shining as she blinked sleepily “Is that tacos I smell?!’ she stated, finally completely awake. 


As they opened the food containers and started eating the tacos (with just a bit of salsa for Shinsou 
and quite a lot for Mina), Shinsou said “Hey Mina...about yesterday or today or whatever, I don’t 
really remember the time...with that guy. Thank you.” 


She tilted her head slightly, putting down her taco again to speak “TI had totally forgotten about that 
with you being injured! But I knew you weren’t going to kill him anyway!” 


The trust, the faith she put in those words broke Shinsou’s heart. J really don’t deserve someone 
like this as my friend. “I...in the moment, all I could think of was making him suffer. I thought of 
the guy, dead in that crash... wanted Santa Muerte dead, I wanted to have revenge, I wanted... ’m 
sorry, I’m ruining the mood.” 


Mina shrugged and bit back on the taco, and said “But in the end of the day, you didn’t kill him, 
and I admire you more for that! And the mood’s not ruined at all! These tacos are the bomb and we 
won and I’m sure there will just be a few minutes of paperwork this time!” 


“Well, for whatever it’s worth, thanks for putting up with this moody asshole and his morality 
drama when you’re trying to have breakfast, that’s All Might levels of heroic.” 


The comment made Mina snort and almost choke up as she started laughing hard “I’m sorry... your 


'”’ 


face was so funny when you said that!” she finally said as she caught her breath. 


For a moment their eyes met and Shinsou was feeling a whole cluster of emotions in him. J should 
kiss her, I’m close enough...but I haven’t washed my teeth and I probably taste like salsa and 
tortilla and...Wait, is she getting close too? 


A ringtone brought them back to reality “Hero Net...that Colonel boss?” said Mina as she 
skimmed through the message. 


“Looks like they already reviewed the mission report, I guess Empress sent it while we slept. That 
General in charge wants to speak with us, personally, later today” said Shinsou, reading the rest. 


“Aw shucks, I wanted to sightsee a bit! ’ ve never been to Mexico and the city looked pretty when 
we were on the helicopter!” said Mina, a bit of sadness in her face. 


“Well, if Izuku’s all-paid vacation is anything like protocol with these Americans, we can probably 
come back later on.” Shinsou felt a blush redden his cheeks when he realized he had said the “we” 
so confidently. 


“Tf it’s gonna be all expenses paid, I’d rather go to Cancun!” Mina beamed at him, giving a toothy 
smile. 


They finished their meal in a good mood, enjoying the flavour and each other’s company. Shinsou 
felt rather at ease with the not-so-annoying-anymore girl, and the silences that sometimes 
happened were feeling much less awkward. 


A thought occurred to Shinsou, and before he could get anxious and back down, he said it “Uh, 
Mina...when we return to Japan, would you like to meet my parents?” 


“Only if you wanna meet mine too!” Fuck, I should have thought this through...well, we ‘re not 
going there in a while, probably. Definitely. Time enough to get some courage. Yeah. He nodded, 
as confidently as possible. 


“Young master, young mistress, the transport is here.” Butterworth said from behind the door. 
Seems like barging in was Empress’ thing indeed. Shinsou and Mina got up, cleaning up after 
them, taking whatever they had dirtied with them, a blanket and some covers. 


Outside, they saw a second helicopter and a large armoured truck, where the captured narcos had 
been placed by the Federales. “Two helicopters?” asked Mina. 


The FBI SWAT captain replied “SecDef didn’t ask for us, ma’am, just you three. I guess the valet 
as well?” Butterworth muttered that he was proud to be a butler but followed, nonetheless. 


In the helicopter they had arrived in, the SWAT team loaded Santa Muerte, tied up with chains, 
cuffs and all sorts of binds; if he escaped, they would never find him again. 


Both helicopters took to the air, heading north, before diverting above the border “We’ re taking 
you to the bunker, heroes, SecDef is still there!” said the pilot, screaming to be heard above the 
sound of the rotors. 


“And him?” asked Shinsou. 


“Whatever supermax prison is closest, maybe we’ll deport him back to Mexico later, for trial and 
conviction.” 


Shinsou sighed in relief, and his hand unconsciously looked for Mina’s, giving it a little squeeze. 
She gave Shinsou a small smile, like saying “It’s alright now.” Life in prison or the death 
penalty...but judged by a court, by the law, not by me. Good. 


The helicopter was quite fast, getting them to the bunker shortly. On the way, Mina had fallen 
asleep, lulled by the smooth flight. J wish I could just sleep like that, just close my eyes anywhere. 
He thought back to the last night, how relaxed he had been with that objectively awkward situation. 


As they arrived, he felt a bit bad by having to wake her up, moving her shoulder slightly “Hey, 
your snoring is gonna make the pilot crash, you gotta wake up.” 


Opening her eyes quickly, she looked at him with shock “I was snoring?!?” 
He gave her a smirk “Nah, just wanted to see how you reacted. We’re almost there.” 


Her shocked face turned back to her usual easy-going grin, and she said “Well, that was just rude! 
You do snore a little, though!” 


“That’s why I usually sleep on my back! Though I move more when I sleep on my back, I guess.” 


She poked his cheek “I was just teasing! It wasn’t loud snoring, I thought it was kinda cute, even 
relaxing” 


“We already landed, sir and lady, we should not keep the leadership waiting. Butterworth, I do not 
believe I will require your aid for the moment, please command the guard to serve you libations 
and facilitate recreation for your person.” The butler just grunted, walking over to the guard post at 
the bunker's gate. 


The heroes took the elevator down and walked again to the bunker where they had seen the 
General taking command of all of them. The same Captain from that time led them to an office 
behind the war room where they had been briefed before, leading them to the General. 


General Cordelia Archer greeted them with a nod and motioned to three chairs. 


“Before I begin, allow me to say you’ ve done a great job, catching that criminal. It’s another favour 
I can call from one of our allies, when I give Santa Muerte over to the Mexicans. Maybe not 
enough goodwill to get reinforcements to Brazil, but still, a bit of leverage. And a security team for 
you to have your vacation, Empress. I’ll let you go, but we’re gathering again in a month for 
another operation, and we could use your help, so keep the phone on, yeah?” 


Visibly content, Empress replied “You have my gratitude! Though it was only polite in your part to 
allow me to continue my travels eventually, despite commandeering my services in such a way 
before. But Lady Elizabeth Charlotte of the House of Windsor, Princess of Wales and hero in the 
service of my grandmother, Queen Victoria, the Second of her name, is a lady of her word, and I 
will answer when the call is made. If there is no more need for my input, I shall take my leave.” 


Empress started to get up, but the General stopped her with a quick hand gesture. “Just one 
condition. I need you to deliver some hard copies of some files to a man back in Mexico. He’ll 
meet you at your hotel and all. My aide will give you the folder on your way out.” 


Empress nodded, looking smug and superior, like such a task was a cheap price to pay to escape 
the looming paperwork that Shinsou felt coming. 


“Tn that case... Cabo!” she exclaimed, trotting out the office with childlike glee. She ‘s so weird. 


“Now to the subject of you two...” said the General, speaking now in perfect Japanese. 


“T’m also going to give you a month of leave. With the capture you just made we might get some 
good indirect intel, and it will take some time to process it, and most of my staff will be too focused 
on counteroffensives on India, Brazil and some cities we are clashing on in Kenya. I would like to 
have more for all you heroes to do, but with how overextended my army is at the moment, I’m 
sending all allied heroes not on mission to defend the homefront.” 


“Ma’am, are you also giving us documents for Japan?” 


She nodded, looked at them for a few seconds, and continued “Heroes are the best last ditch 
defence, in my mind. We Americans have our guns as an equalizer for the common man, but 
having a network of strong, charismatic people embedded into the populace is the best basis for 
guerrilla warfare and civil resistance. 


"But enough about “behind every blade of grass”, I really don’t have anything for you to do at the 
moment and the only other hero going to Japan in this sector of America is the Depressive Hero: 
Bojack the Horse, and I don’t really want to give sensible documents to him.” 


“We'll get them to their destination, ma’am!” said Mina, with determination. 


“Good. Have a good time back home, but keep alert, I just have the gut feeling the enemy is 
planning something.” 


The General had something about her that Shinsou couldn’t quite place that made her seem really 
nice and trustworthy, a silent confidence in the worth of her cause, perhaps, or just the way she 
talked to them with great respect even when she was their superior and could simply give them an 
order? 


“In that case, you have leave to go back to Japan, some agents will visit to pick up the papers soon. 
To tell the truth, I’m using hard copies because I don’t think that cyberattack you stopped was the 
last. Can’t be too careful, yeah? Have a safe trip back, you two.” 


Later, as a lieutenant drove them to the nearest town to a hotel, to rest before flying back the next 
day, Mina said “She was nice, don’t you think? I thought a general would be all angry and 
arrogant, but she was nice, maybe a bit stern but I guess it is normal...” 


Shinsou replied, almost absentmindedly “Maybe a bit too nice, but who cares, were going back.” 
And I promised to meet her parents earlier. Damn you, Shinsou from the past! 


Chapter End Notes 
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Agent Anna Dobinek could only complain about boredom, being still stranded in Japan after the 
operation against Pestilentia, since Ndege Mweusi had shot the US government to shit. A single 
agent wasn’t a priority at the moment, and she was frankly quite thankful for a bit of a breather. 


Her team had been merged with a CIA direct action Task Force, and Texas Red was doing his best 
to operate under the new SecDef, who clearly wasn’t one of his best friends in the entire world. 
The Agency being commandeered was not in the boss’ ideas of what a friend would do, after all. 


So, Anna was still in Japan, training, sightseeing, waiting, spending time with Freya, who was now 
her girlfriend. It was a good life, healthy and active, but she wanted to get back to operations, to 
feel the thrill of risking her life, to feel the exhilaration of getting shot at ineffectually. 


“Anna, you look very upset, is something wrong?” asked Freya when she walked in to their 
apartment after returning from a run. 


“T’m bored. Bored as fuck. Do you think there’s some place in this country where I can hunt? Or if 
I can work part time with their SWAT?” 


She was about to list other dumb ideas for excuses to fire a gun in anger when her smart watch 
beeped. “Assignment from SD, details in papers, pick up at 271 Dromund Kaas street, apartment 
302.” 


Anna gave Freya a smirk “They sent me something to do. It’s those fuckers in the Department of 
Defense, but still, something!” She was really happy to have an objective! Leaning in to Freya on 
the couch, Anna gave her a kiss on the lips. “I'll shower and pick that package up, I'll tell you all 
about it in a bit!” 


Her girlfriend looked very relieved to see her happy again, and pulled her in for a hug, she was 
sappy like that. Then, after a quick shower, Anna left again to track down that paper file, driving 
her car through traffic for some time before arriving at the place, an apartment building in an older 
area of town that looked safe and friendly. 


Climbing the stairs two steps at a time, she reached the apartment and knocked at the door. “Yes?” 
asked a tired voice, before the door opened to reveal a tall-ish guy with purple hair. Anna thought 
she had seen him before, but she couldn’t quite remember. 


“T’m here for some papers.” 


The guy seemed to recognize her before she could figure out his identity “Oh yeah, you’re that 
agent that was with Izuku and all. I'll get them, I was just about to leave, guess it’s lucky you 
arrived in time.” 


Finally, Anna remembered a bit about the guy, he was another hero, involved in some other spook 


work in parallel to her operation, and Midoriya had brought him in to consult on a few things. 


When he reappeared, he handed Anna a heavy folder full of papers. “Here. Now if you’ll excuse 
me, I still have a lot of breathing and psyching myself up to go meet Mina’s parents, so have a 
good day.” 


Anna didn’t know if it was sarcasm or real fear and worry in the young man’s voice, so she just 
thanked him and wished him luck. 


An hour later, due to the goddamn traffic, Anna was back home. “Did you open the mission, 
Anna?” She looked over the folder with those pretty eyes of hers. 


“Nope, guess it’s a surprise or something. Let’s see...” 


Carefully, Anna looked over the papers with Freya peering over her shoulder. “This isn’t really my 
type of mission, but it looks big anyway. I have to scope a place out for an event in one month, and 
the day, I have to do some on-site recon and secure the perimeter. I just have a little bit of concern 
on a thing here...” 


Freya gave her a very suggestive smile “Is it about bringing a plus one?” 


“Fuck no, you’re obviously with me for this! Nah, it’s the dress code.” 


Come on, Hitoshi, they are just two normal adults, and a brother and a sister, they’re civilians, it’s 
all okay! Shinsou thought, feeling anxious at the thought of meeting Mina’s family. 


“Fuck, I shouldn’t have said that parents thing, I thought we would have more time...” he muttered 
as his cat looked at him, unamused. 


With more time maybe I would have been able to get all these stupid feelings in order...what even 
are we? A couple? People who are dating? Is there a difference? We haven’t even been to a proper 
date yet. 


He dressed up as nicely as possible, deciding he would risk overdressing rather than giving the 
impression he was lazy or unkempt. A white dress shirt, dark blue slacks, brown loafers, the nicest 
leather jacket he owned, a formal jacket will do jack shit if it gets cold in the night. 


He had shaved and combed his hair as much as possible, noticing, to his annoyance, that it was 
well overdue for a cut. He pulled the indigo hair back and tied it up with an elastic band, mentally 
noting to make the appointment at the hairdressers when he returned. 


As he was choosing whether to wear a watch or some sort of bracelet, his apartment’s doorbell 
rang. Holy shit, did Mina come to get me before it was time? I’m not ready at all. 


Throwing both the simple metallic watch Kaminari had given him as a birthday gift and the capture 
weapon bracelet to the bed, Shinsou walked over to the door and opened it slightly. Not Mina! 
Good. That would give him time! 


“Yes?” he asked the woman at the door, which he recognized as the agent in charge of Izuku’s past 
operation. 


“l’m here for some papers” said the agent, sounding like a very bored person finally given the 
slightest glimpse of having something to do again. So, the papers SecDef told us were going for 
her, makes sense. 


“Oh yeah, you’re that agent that was with Izuku and all. I'll get them, I was just about to leave, 
guess it’s lucky you arrived in time.” 


He actually wasn’t about to leave at the moment, but a momentary distraction was actually quite 
welcome. The folder with the documents requested was still in the dining room table, so he 
retrieved it quickly. 


“Here. Now if you’ll excuse me, I still have a lot of breathing and psyching myself up to go meet 
Mina’s parents, so have a good day.” He didn’t know why he had said that, but it was the truth, he 
was getting even more nervous now. The agent thanked him and left, leaving Shinsou alone with 
his thoughts yet again. 


Shit, we should have gone with my folks first. As the alarm he had set in his phone to get there on 
time went off, Shinsou felt a cold sensation in his stomach, like the feeling just before a great fall 
in a roller coaster. 


With a sigh and a loud “Fuck!” he left the apartment, taking the train towards Mina’s house. 


Okay, okay, imagine it’s a police operation or something...just the dinner, maybe half an hour 
before and after, and we leave! Less than three hours, can’t be that bad... The last stop was there, 
and in the platform, he saw a familiar pink face, smiling when she spotted him. 


“SHITIINNNNSSOOOUUU!!!” she yelled and pulled him into a great hug, almost lifting him off 
his feet. 


He returned the hug, with as much enthusiasm as his anxious mood allowed; he was feeling much 
more confident with personal contact now. “Hey, hey, why so enthusiastic, Mina?” 


She tilted her head a bit and said “I just woke up with a lot of energy, I guess! So, what did you do 
in these few days I haven’t seen you?” 


They were now walking towards where Shinsou knew Mina’s house was, a nice suburban 
neighbourhood. He noticed that he was much less anxious about having her so close, logically he 
attributed to the fact that they were closer emotionally too. And that she has seen my butt, too. 


“T checked in with Mei, she made a better set of pants for my hero costume, and I went with Izuku 
for dinner the other night. I think I worried him a lot after that day when [ uh...fell asleep on your 
lap, I forgot to talk to him after that. I also caught a burglar and a small-time drug dealer. How 
about you, Mina?” 


She shrugged “Not much, just enjoying the rest. Had Tooru over the other day, she was super 
curious about you and everything!” Oh crap, what? “Awww, don’t make that face! It’s not that 
serious, all this, so you don’t need to be so nervous!” She put a hand on his shoulder, it was a bit 
reassuring. 


“T’m sorry...I guess I’m scared, about what your parents will think and all...did I overdress?” He 
had noticed Mina was wearing much more casual, colourful clothes. 


“Scared? Shinsou, they don’t bite, unless you brought some donuts!” She giggled at her own dumb 
joke and Shinsou couldn’t help but chuckle a bit. “Well, we’re here” she said as they walked up to 
the door. 


Mina knocked a few times, then unlocked it and walked in, loudly announcing they were here, in 
what Shinsou was almost certain was her “All Might voice”. 


Just as the two young heroes left their shoes at the entrance, Mina’s family appeared, 
overwhelming him with dialogue, questions, cheeky jokes, hand shakes and pats on the back. 


“Guys, please, one at a time!” said Mina, and the family backed off. 


The little sister talked first “I’m Miri! I’m eight years old and I go to Coruscant Elementary school! 
I really like drawing, wanna see my drawin’ of Aw Might?” The little girl had the same pink skin 
and horns as Mina, but had brown hair and her eyes didn’t have the same black sclera. 


Miri reached for a backpack by the place they had left the shoes and withdrew a crumpled paper 
with a (rather good for such a young artist) drawing of All Might. 


Her little chubby hands reached out to offer the paper and Shinsou took it “It’s really good, you’ ve 
got talent, kid!” he said, giving the little one a warm smile. 


“And I’m Miles Ashido, nice to meet ya, I can give ya the “big bro” talk later? I really should not 
have waited so long to do the essay I was doing!” 


Mina’s older brother was a tall, scrawny guy with the exact same hair, skin colour and eye colour, 
but his horns were much less pointed. Probably for lab safety that is a good thing, thought 
Shinsou, remembering he was studying chemistry. 


“Sure, nice to meet you. I am Hitoshi Shinsou.” The college student left them, giving him a high 
five, and they walked over to the living room. 


“T’m Mikasa, nice to meet you!” said the mother, looking a bit more calm than her children or 
husband, but still having a glint of mischief in her eyes and the smile that she gave him after 
offering a hand to shake. 


“T’m sure we’ll have a lot to talk about in a bit, but dinner will be ready soon!” Despite not looking 
that much like her daughter, having a more “normal” skin colour and long dark hair, Mikasa 
Ashido had clearly been the one to pass down the horns to Mina, having an impressive set of horns 
that almost looked like antlers. 


“And I’m Mitsuyuki Ashido! Welcome to this house!” the father then let out a bellowing laugh, 
causing Shinsou to picture him as some sort of pink bearded, pink skinned, black eyed Santa Claus. 


Shinsou shook the man’s hand with a firm grip, and was thankful the man wasn’t one of those men 
that would crush people’s hands in a handshake in some attempt at “dominance”. 


“Miri, why don’t you go and get your bucket of toys, I’m sure young Shinsou here will like very 
much to play with you and Mina.” Oh boy, here it comes. 


As the little girl left for what Shinsou could only imagine was a bucket full of action figures, 
dinosaurs and other assorted plastic playthings, Mitsuyuki bid him and Mina to seat down in one of 
the couches. 


“So, what is the situation here, Mina, young Shinsou?” he asked jovially “Are you just a co-worker 
we have embarrassed beyond forgiveness? Are you just friends? Or did you bring us a real 
boyfriend, Mina?” 


Shinsou felt just like if Shouto Todoroki had just launched a fireball at his face, but luckily Mina 


answered for him “Shinsou and I were classmates in UA, dad, he was that one that studied both the 
hero and general courses at the same time, I told you.” 


The father scratched his beard for a moment, thinking and then laughed when he seemed to have 
remembered “JI remember that! Admirable, lad. Do continue, Mina” 


She didn’t need much more prodding, it seemed she had already thought a lot of how she would 
explain everything “So in school we were acquaintances and always on good terms, we had a lot of 
friends in common, and then after graduating and starting to work as heroes full time, they put us 
on the same team and we started interacting more!” 


“So, we became friends and he even went to a party with me, even though he hates them, and he 
walked me home, then we found his lost motorcycle and we also had dinner!” 


The father then tilted his head quizzically, a movement Shinsou had seen mina do a couple of 
times “Was that it, young Shinsou?” 


“No, sir, after an event in our mission I’m not exactly sure we are allowed to discuss, I decided to 
open up about my own emotional trauma from the past and I asked her if she wanted to try dating 
for real. I also told her later I wanted to introduce her to my parents, and she asked the same, so 
here we are.” 


The jolly man did not stop smiling, and said “Maybe after dinner we can talk a bit more, here’s 
Miri with the bucket!” 


The kiddo had arrived with what was better described as a plastic chest full of small action figures 
and even a few big ones depicting famous heroes. And just as Shinsou had predicted, a lot of 
dinosaurs. 


“Tll go with Mikasa a while, maybe I can help with some seasoning or something!” bellowed 
Mitsuyuki, leaving Shinsou and Mina to play with the little sister. 


“T think he likes you” whispered Mina as they helped her sister to take out the figures she wanted 
for their adventure. Shinsou only nodded, he wasn’t sure about what the impression he had given 
was. 


“Okay Mr. Mina’s Boyfriend, you and the big dummy will be the villains, and I will be all the 
heroes!” 


Mina gave him the smuggest smile he had ever seen at the comment. Shinsou just gave her a small 
smirk back before turning to the little girl “Well, you have to tell us who we can pick! Maybe we 
can choose a hero figure to be an evil clone!” 


The little one opened her mouth in awe “There were evil clones all along? Oh! But no evil Aw 
Might, okay?” 


He gave her a pat on the head “Never! In that case, I’ll take this Young Gran Torino to be the evil 
uhbh...what is a related name...the evil cowboy Man with No Name! But since that is too long, 
he’ ll be Eastwood. How about you, Mina?” 


The pink girl in response grabbed a bunch of dinos and a princess doll with very stringy hair “This 
is gonna be Shu, Queen of the Dinos! She came from the past to eat all humans!” To get her point 
across, Mina gave Miri a “bite” with her hand imitating a fierce jaw. 


“Tha’s good! Strong enemies! But not strong enough to need Aw Might’s help, I will fight with 
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this guy!” She picked up a big Fatgum figure with a squishable belly that burped when squished 
and said some phrases like “Shield and Spear!” and “I’m gettin’ hungry!” 


They played for a good half an hour, in a very dramatic adventure in which Fatgum saved the 
world from the villains, and Shinsou found himself completely at ease. What was I even worried 
about? They are good people. 


Mina reached to touch his hand and whispered, “My dad’s been watching for a few minutes, I 
think dinner’s ready!”’ He turned back and found the stout father, looking down at them with a big 
smile on his face. 


“We have everything ready for dinner, let’s go!” he said. The little Miri pouted, saying ““We were 
getting to the best part!” then she turned back to where Mina and Shinsou had placed their action 
figures, and, picking up the All Might figure, she swiped at the “bad guys”. “Aw Might was 
around, he was HERE! So good guys win!” 


They put the toys back in their box and walked over to the dining room, probably the cosiest, most 
lovingly maintained dining room Shinsou had ever seen. J like this house. 


Mina motioned next to her to where he would be seating, while the parents sat in front of them, and 
the siblings on the sides, after Miles walked down again, saying “I’m nearly done! It’s a miracle!”, 
only to be mocked by Miri after she revealed he had had two months to work on it and was doing it 
on the night before. 


“So, how did you two meet? Mitsu already heard the whole story but I had to check on that pasta! I 
didn’t want to burn the kitchen again!” When she saw Shinsou’s look of concern, she added “Just a 
joke! ’'m actually a good cook!” And she was indeed; the pasta and salad she had prepared were 
quite delicious. 


“We were classmates after UA let me take the Hero-specific courses besides the General Course, I 
did about double the studies for a few months just to catch up. My older cousin, Aizawa, was their 
teacher, he was my mentor. I had classes with Mina about...was it criminal justice or practical 
heroics?” 


“Tt was heroics! You were very good there!” added Mina after eating a spoonful of spaghetti. 
“So you were on both courses? Why weren’t you in the Hero Department all along?” asked Miles. 


“T tried first, but my Quirk was useless against the robots. And my own combat skills were very 
limited as well, I needed months of training before even having a chance to challenge the other 
heroes.” 


“What’s your Quirk then, dude?” asked the brother while playing with his fork. 


“Brainwashing, I can get people to follow my commands when they answer my questions. People 
have said it is an evil Quirk, so that is why I became a hero, to prove them wrong.” 


“That’s pretty cool, could you command me to finish my essay after dinner?” 
Shinsou was surprised how well he had taken his Quirk. “Uh, sure? You’re okay with my Quirk?” 


The college student laughed and shrugged “My sister could melt people’s faces off and we all look 
like some sort of demons, I don’t care what others think. And any help against procrastinating is 
welcome!” With that, Shinsou agreed to help afterwards. 


After asking Miri about their playtime, where she complained about being interrupted, Mina’s 
parents asked about the mission they had been in, which they answered carefully, not wishing to 
tell any secrets. 


They were quite impressed when hearing that Shinsou’s quick thinking had been instrumental in 
the attack on the bridge to coordinate the police and medics, though all Shinsou could think off 
was how he had failed the dead and injured there. 


A few minutes after everyone was done eating, Miles asked him to brainwash him then, so he led 
Shinsou upstairs, up to three doors that he could instantly identify as the siblings’, Mina’s having a 
giant poster of a smiling pink alien plastered over. 


“Okay, now that we’re alone, I wanna give the big bro talk, alright? With a Quirk like that, I think 
that if you wanted to take advantage of my sister, you already would have, so we’re cool on that, 
and you seem trustworthy. So yeah, don’t break her heart, got it?” 


Shinsou nodded, and Miles offered his hand “Then you and I are cool, my dude. Now get me to 
work!” 


Shinsou shook his hand and asked, “What day is today?” 
“Thursday?” 


Shinsou felt his Quirk taking command of the young man “Go inside that room and do your best 
on that essay.” 


Well, that’s done. Shinsou started to walk back when he met a smiling Mina. “Wanna see my room, 
Shinsou?” He didn’t think there was anything weird about that, and he was a bit curious too, so he 
agreed. 


Beyond the pink alien, the room as a mash of pink, yellow, purple and blue, the bright colours not 
matching too much but giving the room the same energy, he associated with his friend. There were 
also quite a few stuffed animals, posters of some movies, like the original Alien, a videogame 
console and a laptop full of stickers. 


“[’m not gonna say this is predictable, but I figured it would look like this” he said, rubbing the 
back of his neck. 


“Are you gonna Say its trashy? I know it’s not exactly good interior design...” 


He shook his head and answered “Nah, I’m just wondering how you can sleep with this much 
colour. Actually, scratch that, I know you can sleep anywhere, so it probably doesn’t affect you too 
much.” 


She pouted a bit, then she giggled. “Come on, sit down” she took his hand and pulled him towards 
the bed, where they both sat. 


“So, what did you think? About my family?” 


Shinsou thought for a moment before answering “I like them, they are good people. Though they 
did raise a very annoying daughter” he playfully poked her in the cheek while smirking. 


“You’re never gonna stop with that, are you?” she asked, but she was smiling. Fuck, how did I get 
here? I really want this now. 


“Nope, you’re still kinda annoying, and loud, and you made your character too overpowered when 
we were playing with your sister, that really irked me” he joked, only to be pinched by Mina 


“Hey! She had a weakness to walnuts!” They both laughed, and looked into each other’s eyes. And 
then there was a knock on the door. 


“Hey kiddo, no lockin’ doors, remember?” 
“Tt’s not locked, dad!” she yelled in response, and the father entered the room. 


“T’m not here to be an overprotective douche, you just left before my wife brought out the 
cookies!” He placed a plate full of fresh chocolate-chip cookies on a table and left, smiling all the 
while. 


“IT should leave before all this food makes me drowsy, Mina” he said as he ate another cookie, 
which was ridiculously good, and he could hardly believe he had thought Mina’s mother had been 
serious about “burning the kitchen’. 


“Tf you think that’s a lot, you should see how my grandma serves food!” 
“But seriously, I think I should get going, before I do some awkward thing or something.” 


Mina caught his hand as he went to scratch the back of his neck “Is something making you 
nervous? Are you okay?” 


He shook his head “Yeah, I’m just tired, I guess. I just don’t want to inconvenience or anything. I 
just need some rest, I think.” She gave him a nod and squeezed his hand comfortingly. 


“You know what? Maybe when I...are you doing anything tomorrow? Let’s have an actual date, an 
official one!” 


He received a smile that pierced his heart and took his breath away “Yeah! Let’s have a real date! 
What will we do? And with that we can really tell your folks that we are legit dating!” Shinsou 
hadn't actually thought up a plan, every time he had asked someone on a date in the past, they had 
just rejected him. 


“T don’t know...is watching a movie too cliché? Maybe we could go to the park or something?” 


She had taken his hands in hers and was shaking them excitedly “Why not both? There's one in 
Corellia Ward that is really nice and there’s a plaza nearby with a cinema!” 


With that settled, he decided that he would be going now, talk to Mina’s father and then say good 
bye. 


“Tt probably won’t take too long, Shinsou!” she had said as she brought him back downstairs to the 
kitchen. “See you in a bit!” 


And then he was alone with her father, his large frame almost menacing as he approached. “So, 
young Shinsou, I guess you’re wondering what I’Il say, right?” 


Shinsou nodded. 


“Well, I think the best judge of character is how you played with my youngest daughter. You did it 
with no regards for it being childlike or “beneath you”, you are good with kids, you know that? Do 


you have siblings, boy?” 
He shook his head “No, sir. I’m an only child.” 


The big man shrugged and continued. “Well, whatever the case, a bad person would never have 
played with a child like that, and sure as hell not with all the voices and all! The fact that you cared 
for Miri, that you talked with Miles, all that means you care for Mina and in turn for her family. I 
respect that, boy. A shallow man, who didn’t care about Mina’s wellbeing would have simply 
refused and just answered the questions. A shallow man would never have admitted to getting over 
personal trauma to interact with my daughter, of that I’m certain.” 


“T sure did not expect you to say any of that, sir. I indeed care a lot for Mina, I have had very few 
true friends in my life, and I consider her to be one of them, maybe even more. And what can I say? 
I had a lot of fun playing with action figures.” 


Mitsuyuki Ashido then smiled and brought him into a bear hug “You’re good with us, boy, now 
take care!” 


When Shinsou was finally free of the bear hug, he shook the man’s hand again and left the kitchen, 
where Mikasa Ashido met him, saying “I was cool with you the moment you said my cooking was 
good, boy. Now go say goodbye to my daughter! And you’re welcome here anytime.” 


A minute later, Shinsou was out the door, having picked up his shoes and jacket again. 
“What did my dad say? He scared two boys I wanted to date in middle school away!” she asked. 


Shinsou smiled, saying “He said I’m alright with them, he liked that I played with Miri and the 
action figures.” 


“Well, that was just super fun anyway, we totally have to do it again, Miri liked having someone 
new to play with.” 


Shinsou thought for a moment, and then said “Maybe we could introduce her to Eri? I play with 
her sometimes when I visit Aizawa.” Mina nodded enthusiastically at the idea, everyone loved Eri 
as a little sister. 


“Then Pll, uh...P?ll go. This was easier when you were annoying...just, good bye, okay?” he 
stammered, not really knowing how to act. 


“You know that you’re really cute all flustered like that, Shinsou?” she said, before giving him a 
close hug. It wasn’t a comforting hug, or a “bro” hug, it was much more heartfelt and passionate. 
He returned it as best he could. Fuck, I really am enjoying this, I’m so done. 


When they finally separated, Shinsou had an idea, and he smirked to himself when he decided to 
act. In a second, he closed in the distance and kissed Mina’s cheek. It was soft and warm, and he 
felt his heart racing at the “daring action”. 


As he moved back, he saw a darker shade of pink cover her cheeks. “Okay, now I can leave after 
that. See you tomorrow?” 


It seemed that sudden kiss had managed to finally make Mina Ashido speechless, and it took her a 
while to respond with “Yeah! See you tomorrow!” 


Chapter End Notes 


What goes around comes around, next chapter it is Mina meeting Shinsou's parents. 
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His parents 


Chapter Notes 
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After a couple weeks of dates, which included walks in the park, a couple of movies, dinner at a 
few places and mostly just hanging out and enjoying each other’s company, Shinsou had finally 
managed to pin down his parents for the day so Mina could meet them. 


And oh boy was Mina excited! She knew very little about Shinsou’s folks, and was dying of 
curiosity. 


But at the moment she was texting with Tooru Hagakure, telling her all about her latest date with 
Shinsou, where he had finally been comfortable enough to hold her hand all along, all the time 
apologizing that his hand was probably sweaty and that it was very embarrassing. 


Honestly, she found it incredibly cute how flustered he got whenever she teased him. 


“So, you’re meeting his parents today, Mina? I really did think for a while that Aizawa sensei was 
his dad!” texted Tooru, making Mina giggle as she replied that today was the day indeed. 


She had already planned her outfit and was waiting for now, she would shower in a while and 
leave in a few. A nice black dress and white sneakers, she was sure she would look great wearing 
that! 


About an hour later, when she was ready, the doorbell rang, so she rushed over to greet Shinsou, 
hugging him and giving him a kiss on the cheek. “You really didn’t need to go with me all the way, 
dummy, I wouldn’t get lost or anything!” she told him, as they started walking to the station. 


“Maybe I wanted to eh...spend more time with you?” he said. 


“Tf I had known you'd be like this while dating, I would have asked you out years ago, you know?” 
she said as they took their seats, looking into his eyes with honesty. 


Then the tired boy smiled and said “You were too annoying back then! Did you even like me 
anyway?” 


Mina had actually had a small crush on him all along indeed, but had started liking him for real 
after graduating “Just a tiny bit! And only cause you had cool hair, you were too tall back then!” 
After growing a few more inches in high school, Mina didn’t have to look up so much at him. 


“So, any tips on your family? Something cool? Something weird? Are they secretly the leaders of 
the Illuminati?” she joked, hoping to ease any worry Shinsou might have. 


“Well, my dad looks even more tired than me but he’s fine. I don’t know, they’re...normal, I 
guess? They will like you, I’m sure.” As if to make the statement completely true, Shinsou took 
her hand in his, grasping it softly. He seemed to really enjoy that, Mina guessed he had really 


lacked physical contact for the longest time, judging by how he seemed to cherish her touch. 


Soon they had arrived at the station nearest to his parents’ house in the Rakata Ward, and Mina 
was quite surprised to see how modern and aesthetically pleasing the house itself was, with clean 
lines, a lot of plants and creative use of stone and metal. “This house is cool” she whispered. 


Shinsou opened the door and let them in, announcing their arrival with a slightly higher tone of 
voice than usual. In response a woman’s voice said they’d go down in ten minutes and to wait in 
the kitchen, so Shinsou guided Mina there and... “Aizawa sensei!” 


Her teacher was there, cooking something with Ms. Joke! What was going on? 


“Aizawa, what are you doing here?” asked Shinsou, just as surprised, but still holding onto Mina’s 
hand. 


Before anyone could answer, Mina had a dastardly idea... “Shinsou, I knew he was really your dad 
all along! I caught you!” 


By then Ms. Joke had started laughing uncontrollably, while her former teacher looked very 
uncomfortable. “I am not Shinsou’s father, Ashido, I’m only thirty-three.” 


And then Ms. Joke added “And I would not have been a teen mom! Oh no! Too many jokes to be 
told, yes!” 


“You two together now?” asked Shinsou, ignoring that Joke had decided to do a handstand on a 
cupboard. 


“Hell no, Eri just needs female presence in her life and I can not rely on Mandalay for that, she has 
to take care of Kouta already.” Shinsou lifted an eyebrow skeptically, and the gruff teacher just 
huffed. 


“Don’t listen to him, he’s grumpy but he loves me even when he says I’m annoying all the time” 
said Ms. Joke, who was now standing on just one hand. Where have I heard something like this 
before? 


et down from there you ridiculous woman!” sai izawa, with just a teeny tiny amount o 
“Get di fi th dicul !” said A th just a t t t of 
concern in his voice. 


The laughter hero let herself fall directly into the teacher’s arms, who caught her (quite 
romantically). “You'll break something, Emi, and my uncle is gonna charge me for it” he scolded 
her. 


Then another voice chimed in, a smooth velvety voice that tingled Mina’s ears “Hello son, I see 
you found your cousin and his girlfriend, they were already coming over so I asked them to cook us 
something.” 


Mina turned around to see Shinsou’s parents, his dad who looked like an older, very very tired 
Shinsou with stubble, and his mother, an elegant woman with light purple hair and dark eyes. 


“We’re very excited to meet you Mina, Hitoshi has spoken highly of you, so we were quite eager to 
see you at last.” Shinsou’s mom offered her hand and Mina shook it. Handshakes are kinda weird 
for girls... 


“l’m Mihoko, this tired and handsome man is my husband Hajime, and we are both very pleased to 
meet you. Now before my husband has the chance to laugh at how both you and your cousin have 


highly energetic and easy-going girlfriends, Hitoshi, why don’t we take the snacks I readied at the 
pantry? My boy told me you liked natto and okra but those aren’t really snack foods, so I made you 
some homemade granola bars with extra honey!” 


The mom seemed like a very nice, caring and very composed woman, thought Mina as she thanked 
her for the food. Meanwhile, Shinsou’s dad was talking to Aizawa and Ms. Joke, who, not noticing 
anyone looking, had actually started holding hands! 


“Hey... shipped them all along!” she whispered in Shinsou’s ear while pointing discretely, though 
she couldn’t hold the giggles for long. He gave her a warm smile in return, it seemed like she really 
was getting him to use those face muscles a bit more! 


“Okay son, can we have a word?” asked Hajime Shinsou, to which his son gave a nod and joined 
him and Aizawa in the dining room. 


“GIRL TIME!” yelled Ms. Joke, laughing afterwards, making Mihoko Shinsou smile a bit. Both 
women brought Mina to the living room, where they sat down. Immediately, Mihoko’s expression 
turned colder, and she looked at Mina more closely. 


“T trust Hitoshi already told you a bit of his history, if he has gone so far as to bring you here. How 
much do you know, Miss Ashido?” 


“He told me of the bullying, of the people that wanted to take advantage of him...and about that 
girl.” 


“Then you’ ll understand if I’m not the quickest to welcome anyone in my son’s life, yes?” 
Mina gulped, nodded and said “Yes, I get it.” 


“Alright then!” she said, her tone becoming friendly again “I will trust you for now, my son 
learned from that horrible experience. If he chose to confide in you...he must really appreciate you. 
And you’re cute as a button, so I like that too. Now tell me the whole story, I want to know 
everything!” 


“Did you really have to chose one of my biggest underachievers as your girlfriend, Shinsou?” asked 
Aizawa, seemingly both bored and annoyed. 


“Sensei, you’re one to judge... That box in your pocket looks a bit too much like a wedding ring 
box!” Shinsou snarked back. 


“T shouldn’t have trained you that well, boy. Ughhh...yes. It is a surprise, we are having dinner in a 
while, her favourite restaurant” 


“The one with the pizza and the creepy animatronics for kids?” asked Hajime. 


“No, that’s just what she says sometimes. It’s an Italian restaurant by her house. But ’m not the 
one being interrogated here, Shinsou” said Aizawa “How the hell did that happen?” 


“Well, remember in second year that we shared a class and all? I may have gotten a bit of a crush 
on her back then. She was extremely annoying, though. Now, I think maybe she calmed down or 
something and...I trust her.” 


“Son, you’re not worried about...” 


“No, dad. I trust in Mina completely. I actually want to ask her to be my girlfriend formally when I 
take her back home.” 


Aizawa smiled at that “Look at you, you’ve grown. I’m proud. We should wait while the women 
talk, though...anyone up for some kitten pictures?” As if possessing a speed Quirk, Hitoshi and 
Hajime Shinsou were instantly behind Aizawa, looking at the cute little fellas “That one looks like 
he has a little sock!” 


“Huh, I’m liking you more by the minute, girl. But really, a confident girl like yourself really had a 
crush on my son for more than a year and didn’t act on it?” 


While she was grateful to have won Shinsou’s mom over, Mina felt a bit flustered by that. 
Twiddling her thumbs, she said “There wasn’t really much time or opportunity before, I guess! 
And it is better to date now that we don’t have to worry about school!” 


While juggling with some rubber balls, Ms. Joke interjected “You just have to worry about a 
madman starting World War Three, innit?” then she shook her head “No, actually that is no 
laughing matter! But I know what is! Why did the chicken cross the road?” 


Mina was about to answer, when Aizawa barged in, saying “Emi, I was forgetting the reservation 
was half an hour earlier, we really should go” 


Ah! He called her by her first name! They are definitely a thing! Shinsou sat down with her on the 
couch, as both teachers left hurriedly. He whispered in her ear “He’s gonna propose tonight, you 
were more than right.” Mina squealed in delight. 


“Mom, if you're finished scaring Mina, we really should have dinner, or we might all starve.” 


A couple of hours later they were on the way back. “...but I understand why she is slow to trust. If 
I had a son and something like that happened to him, I would probably be even more protective!” 
Shinsou caught himself thinking of Mina caring for a baby...a little miniature Mina. 


But the baby had indigo hair. This is truly my doom, isn’t it? Goddammit. 


“Shinsou...did I say something? You suddenly got all red!” she laughed, poking at his cheek with 
her finger. 


“Nah, all good. So, you liked my parents? I know they liked you, even if they aren’t the best at 
showing it.” 


“Yeah, they were cool, your mom wasn’t that scary...and your dad seemed like a fun dude. You 
sure he isn’t as tired as he looks?” 


“Yeah, very sure. Hey, that’s our stop.” Shinsou motioned to the window, Mina’s neighbourhood 
growing closer. After climbing off the train, they walked in silence, as Shinsou psyched himself up; 
he had decided that he wanted an official relationship and he would spring the question now. 


There’s no better moment, is there? Before I change my mind, get cold feet or let self-doubt push 
me away from her... 


“Hey...I wanted to ask you something” said Mina as they stood outside her door. 

“T actually wanted to ask something too, do you want to ask first?” 

“T can wait...you ask!” she said with a big smile. 

“Alright” he took a deep breath, and then said “Mina Ashido, doyouwannabemygirlfriend?” 


She had a surprised face for a moment, then a smile that turned very smug as she said “Oh, I didn’t 
quite get that...could you repeat it?” 


“For cry out loud, you’re still so annoying sometimes...I said; Mina Ashido, do you want to be my 
girlfriend?” His heartbeat filled his ears, his hands shook. A dark part of his mind screamed that 
she would laugh at him, reject him... 


“Of course I want!” she said, looking extremely happy. 


“Really? I thought after these dates you probably would have thought I was grumpy and boring 
and...” 


She interrupted him with a hug, a very warm and tender hug “You aren’t that grumpy, just very 
sarcastic, and I like that kind of humour anyway. And “grumpy you” is not the whole you, you’re 
also the guy that smiles with my bad jokes, listens to all my rambles and is cute as hell.” 


“Well...cute? The last time anyone called me that I could still sit on my grandma’s lap. So, it really 
is a yes?” 


“Yes fea 
“Holy crap, I really have a girlfriend” he said. 


“Now, if we don’t have any more formalities, why don’t you tell me why I had to learn that you 
had a crush on me since second year from your mom?” 


“Aaannnnd you’re annoying again. I didn’t want to tell you cause you’d be that smug” he said, 
pointing at her. “But it’s true, and that’s all I have the energy to say. I really should go, that little 
fluffball I call my cat might start plotting against me if I don’t give him a good night scratch 
behind his ears.” 


Mina cooed, probably imagining her now-boyfriend tucking in that proud orange cat in for 
bedtime. 


“That sounds like the cutest little thing Shin...I should probably call you Hitoshi now, don’t you 
think?” 


“Sounds fair to me, I already call you Mina.” 


“Yep, it'll do until I make you a cute nickname. Now give me a goodbye kiss and go see that 
kitty!” 


Shinsou wouldn’t have lied to himself, saying that he hadn't wanted that a lot. And riding high on 
the euphoria of having his confession accepted, he didn’t even care for whatever his stupid doubts 
might say. 


He leaned in closer and kissed her on the lips. Mina let out a surprised yelp, but she returned the 
kiss. It was quick and clumsy, but it was perhaps the best feeling Shinsou had ever had. They 
really were a couple now. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks so much for reading! 


Back in the game 


Chapter Notes 


After being sidelined for a while, heroes and villains again move for the next play. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Maria Kestrel had only been to Paris twice. The first time, as a kid, she had been awestruck by the 
mighty buildings; Notre Dame, Les Invalides, the huge Eiffel Tower...then as an adult she had 
taken refuge in shadier parts of the City of Lights. In the shadows, it was as much a hive of scum 
and villainy as any of the other, uglier megacities. 


The shadows of Paris welcomed her again, she thought as she walked into a shady building in the 
Gare du Nord area. With a deep breath, she opened the door to an apartment where she was to meet 
her team for the Paris mission, most probably a collection of other expendable rubbish, 
mercenaries and refuse from Ndege Mweusi’s allies, maybe even from his own army. 


After a week in Africa, the less than stellar results of her informatic attack had made her the least 
essential hacker in the team tasked with assembling a supercomputer that could effectively break 
the, now alerted, defences of the Yanks, the Russians and the Chinese. That was the big idea, 
breaking all enemy information networks in a single, decisive blow, and let the chaos destroy them. 


And, as the least essential team member, she had been the first pick for another international 
mission, this time doing something in Paris. 


Everything had been extremely secretive, the entire mission had been briefed by the Underminister 
of War, with just Maria in the room. While the robes and creepy masks of all the upper level 
government officers unnerved her, the fact that she had only received part of her mission really set 
her on edge. 


The need-to-know basis of everything had clued her in instantly on something being hidden. The 
mission had been partitioned, so no information might leave, at least not enough useful 
information. 


She knew that had already been done; in parallel to her mission, Blackbird had sent teams of 
assassins after politicians, generals and even some random teenagers in Hawaii, and his army had 
invaded India and Brazil. 


Both fronts were holding at the moment, but Maria was almost certain that her mission was a new 
coordinated move. But with what, exactly? 


Finally, she opened the door, and found herself face to face with Teresa Castro de Velazquez, the 
female Capo who had hosted her in Mexico a few weeks earlier. “Bloody hell, I didn’t expect to 
see you!” said Maria, happily shaking the woman’s hand. 


“Some hijos de puta burned down my hacienda, so I joined this group of madmen to get some 
payback. Please come in, Maria, I know it isn’t as comfortable as the hacienda, but it’ll do for 
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now. 


“Do you know the whole plan, Teresa?” 


“IT know my part, and how [’ll use it for an itty-bitty revenge. There’s a big event coming, a fancy 
party, at the Palais du Luxembourg. My people will have everything ready for my appearance, at 
the Pantheon, just a little bit away. You know your hacking part of the mission, I suppose? Beside 
that, I’m going to need your help with these two...” 


Teresa rummaged in a folder for a couple of photographs, “...you’re about the same age, pretty, in 
a sort of...grungy way...maybe [ll fix your makeup, who knows. Anyway, you’re going to 
honeypot this guy. Or the girl, I don’t judge.” Oh you’ve got to be kidding me...I already tried with 
this lad, mate! 


Izuku Midoriya double checked the message he had received from Commissioner Tsukauchi; 
apparently, Japan’s intelligence forces and the Americans they were operating with had requested 
both Himiko Toga and himself. 


“Guess I can leave that stuffy old embassy then, eh, Izu-Izu?” she said when first reading the 
message. 


Now, as they rode a taxi to the meeting place, Izuku pondered exactly what was happening. The 
message hadn't come from the Agency, so he knew they were bypassing Toga’s terms of sentence, 
at least temporarily... 


Was this the new person in charge of the American forces, their new Secretary of Defense? Or 
Japanese initiative? Still, it felt good to know that they had requested both Himiko and him, he 
didn’t want to be separated from her. 


In the weeks after returning from Hawaii, he had been meeting Himiko almost every day, as they 
had arranged for her to live in the US Embassy in Tokyo, and it was a relatively short trip from 
either his old house or Team First Response’s base of operations. 


Still, he felt the separation of not sleeping together, and he didn’t like it. He didn’t like the idea of 
missions separating them for long either. 


“Himiko, if they send us in different missions...” he started saying, before she cut him off with a 
glance 


“Tzu-Izu...they will. Eventually, at least. I’m not a hero, just some sort of agent, remember? We’ ll 
have to fight different battles at some point...my debt with society will not be that easy to pay, but I 
will do it. And I WILL return to you, always, every time. So, don’t worry, baby!” 


That eased his fears a little, he knew just how capable and determined Himiko was, and he knew 
that she would get the mission done as quickly and efficiently as possible. “We’re here, Deku, can 
I get an autograph? I'll take it instead of the charge” said their driver, but Izuku still insisted on 
paying the regular rate, besides autographing his hat. 


The government building was big, grey and ugly, rather nondescript, with the insignia for 
“Department of Wildlife Administration” as a cover for the Public Security Intelligence Agency, 
Japan’s top intelligence agency. 


A pair of armed guards received them outside and escorted them to a waiting room “The boss will 


see you shortly, a few more heroes have been called too, they should be arriving soon as well” said 
one of the guards before leaving. 


“Tzu-Izu, you’re the smartest guy I know...what do you think they’Il have us do?” 


After thinking for a few seconds, Izuku inferred “They probably either want us to do something 
covert, like Pestilentia, or they are splitting us and they will send you for something stealthy? ’'m 
just curious why we’re getting this call from these people...your deal isn’t with the Department of 
Defense, Himiko” 


“T hope they don’t send me to kill Ndege Mweusi, from everything I know he’s too well guarded, 
I’d need months... That would suck, Izu-Izu!”’ 


Before he could reply, they heard talking coming from the hallway. “...so Kiri just deactivated his 
Quirk and he got unstuck!” 


“Fam, that sounds fake af! He wouldn’t just do that, for reals!” 


Izuku’s gaze crossed with Himiko’s, and she looked as nervous as when she had finally visited the 
Midoriya home. 


“Fuck, Izu-Izu, not them” she said, her expression switching from fear to anger to fear again “T 
could handle that fucker Bakugou when there was all those people around in your party but like 
this...and Camie, I kidnapped her!” 


“Himiko, calm down, just ignore Kacchan, okay? And you could apologize to her, make things 
better!” 


“Tt’s not like...shit, they’re here” 


As Katsuki Bakugou entered the room, Izuku saw him smile savagely, before saying “Deku you 
son of a bitch!” Crossing the room in three steps, he shook Izuku’s hand in a handshake that would 
have made Kirishima yell “MANLY”. 


“Endeavor has you pushing too many pencils, Kacchan?” he asked, giving his rival/friend a 
sarcastic smile. 


“Fucker has enough merch for that, no one buying his shit anyway.” 


“Oh hey, Midoriya, lit to see ya!” said Camie Utsushimi, waving amicably before noticing Himiko 
beside him. In that moment, Izuku expected her to react angrily, to insult Himiko, to attack her... 
Camie just said “Wassup fam, long time no see!” and ran to hug Himiko. 


Awkwardly returning the hug while mouthing “Help” and “Stockholm Syndrome”, Himiko looked 
around in clear distress “Uhm Utsushimi-san, please let Himiko go” said Izuku, trying to get the 
Shiketsu graduate away. Camie finally stepped back, and Himiko let a relieved breath. 


“T kind of expected you to hate me, Camie, we did kidnap you and kept you drugged some of the 
time...” said Himiko “...and I really regret that, you know?” Both Kacchan and Camie seemed a 
bit taken aback with the honesty in her voice. 


“Are you gonna say you regret kidnapping me too, huh?” snarled Bakugou. 


“Not really, no. In fact, you got a minute, “Kacchan”?” there was a dangerous edge in her words. 


Bakugou looked at Izuku, silently asking if he should go. Izuku nodded, he had an idea what 
Himiko might want to say, and he felt she would feel better getting that anger out. And since he had 
already worked out most of his issues with Kacchan, he knew his rival could take the hate. 


“We’ll be right back, Izu-Izu” said Himiko, motioning to the hallway. 


After they moved away, Camie poked at Izuku’s ribs teasingly “So, you and the lovely Toga, huh? 
I ship it.” 


“T really thought you would have hated her, to be honest” 


“The League of Villains actually treated me surprisingly well, it was the chill ones that were in 
charge of it. They actually only drugged me three times; when Toga caught me, when they took 
my blood and when they left me in some warehouse...they had Spinner and Dabi keeping watch, 
both were cool, fam. Toga visited sometimes, and she was kinda hot and creepy, but you know 
how she is!” 


“T’m glad you were okay, Utsushimi-san! But why is it the first time we know about this?” 


“Cause they were still criminals back then, fam! No matter how lit a time I had with them, it would 
have looked lame for everyone!” 


“You really are unique, Utsushimi-san” 


“So, what the fuck do you want with me, huh, Tooth Bitch?” asked Bakugou, a predatory snarl in 
his face. 


“T wanted to talk seriously with you, you little shit, but last time I had a chance I was a bit tipsy. 
Now I’m in full control and you’re going to fucking listen, understood?” 


“What the fuck do you mean, eh?” 


Toga let her voice have an icy tone to better convey her mood “You and Izuku. I know everything. 
If I had known when we had kidnapped you, I would have skinned you alive.” 


“What the fu-“ 


“T’m not finished here, “Kacchan’’. Izu-Izu tells me that you two are on good terms now, so I will 
not threaten you. I just want you to know that I know too, and if you fuck up, I know every single 
way to hurt you in return. Got it?” 


“l’m on good terms with Deku because we fucking fought All for One together, bitch. What 
happened there...we’re fucking brothers.” 


“Better keep it that way, then. If not, well...I’ve said my piece.” She gave him her most dangerous 
grin and watched Bakugou shiver slightly. “If that is out of the way, I guess I can be polite with 
you, maybe.” 


“What makes you think I’d be friends with criminal trash like you?” 


His disdain was evident, and Toga matched it “I couldn’t care less about your friendship, pal, but I 
think Izu-Izu wouldn’t like seeing me disembowel you...” 
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“Whatever, I can be professional, just stay out of my way 
“Likewise” she nodded and they both walked back. 


Immediately Camie approached her “Toga babe! Ya boi was just telling me all about your 
adventures, sounds lit and quite romantic, if you two weren’t taken though...” She licked her lips, 
and Toga found herself on the other side of a weird crush for the first time. [s that what Izu-Izu 
felt? Goddamn! 


Then Camie laughed “Just kidding! You’re a cute ship” Toga had no idea what to reply. 
Thankfully, a government official opened the meeting room door and ushered them in before there 
could be more awkward moments. 


The room was large enough to sit some ten people, currently just three government people stood 
there with Commissioner Tsukauchi. She had the faint impression that one of the guys was lida’s 
brother, who was standing on his own two legs! That was good! 


Another of the government officials, the one that had brought them inside, spoke “Sorry to keep 
you waiting, Deku, Ground Zero, Stardust and uh, Agent...what was it?” 


“Oni” answered Toga. Demon, they will probably expect something different when they hear that. 


“Alright then. The reason we had you wait outside is that we had to secure the connection, the 
woman running the US at the moment wanted to speak with you directly.” 


A voice on a computer answered, there was no image, and it didn’t sound altered “Thank you, 
Director. Sorry again for calling in favours like this. [’Il be brief, since I have a war to win; I want 
Oni and Stardust for a couple of missions, and I have a lead that the other two can use and help the 
Japanese government.” 


“We can brief them on that, Madam Secretary, please continue” said the man she had called 
Director. 


“Agent Oni, as much as I wanted to use you personally, the Agency were quite insistent; you’re to 
disrupt the enemy chain of command and supply lines by whatever means, you’ll be reporting to 
Agency officials. Miss hero Stardust, you will investigate a lead on Hong Kong that my CIA 
analysts found, your reputation is spotless, and I don’t have any agents that can be there in time. 
Do you accept this mission?” 


“Sure, fam’ 


“Good, have a nice evening” The communication ended, and Toga’s brain was already working, 
strategizing the guerrilla warfare she would need to use, the probability of returning safely, the fact 
that she was still with the same Agency, at least. 


“Well then. Oni, Stardust, here’s your case files and contacts. Deku, Ground Zero, we chose you 
when they asked, because of your positions in your agencies, you have the heaviest hitters in Japan 
at the ready.” 


Bakugou huffed and said “The agency ain’t mine! It’s Endeavor’s, why didn’t you call him?” 


The government man said “We’re transitioning Endeavor from the public eye quietly due to... 
family issues. In times like this we don’t need the scandal of our Number 1 hero abusing his wife 
and children, we need him for now. But not as a leader. So, you two, will take charge of assuring 
the public that Japan is safe. I want you two everywhere. The lead that American sent us seems 


solid, some ex- Yakuza thugs trying to make a name for themselves by smuggling in supplies and 
men for guerrilla warfare on our streets. You will arrest them, with heavy media presence.” 


“T can do the fucking dog and pony show, Director. You good with this, Deku?” 
“Sure, [’Il get my team on this.” 


The Director adjusted his glasses and said “Perfect, ida, could you accompany them to the door? I 
know you had plans of your own after this.”” When the elder lida complied, all five of them left the 
inconspicuous government facility. 


As they slowly walked to match the former Ingenium’s unsteady steps, Izuku asked him “Tida-san, 
I didn’t know you were working with the government, is your agency in this too?” 


“We are, I’ve been helping the government as a consultant to pass the time this last year, my 
agency is too efficient to micromanage!”’ 


With a teasing smile, Camie then asked “Those plans they mentioned...a date, fam?” 


With a similar earnest cheer as his brother, Tensei said “Indeed! I am most ecstatic to have a walk 
in the park with Miss Shiretoko, I have missed so many things from that wheelchair!” 


Izuku beamed at that “You’re dating Ragdoll?!” 
a | am!” 


Toga felt sad that she had had a part in forcefully removing that cheerful heroine’s Quirk, even 
more so after Shigaraki had told her how much Ragdoll had helped him. “Did she help you?” asked 
Toga. 


“Very much so, we actually met in the hospital when she was finishing an exam for her 
psychiatrist degree. I don’t know what I could have done without her support!” 


“That is soooo adorbs!”’ said Camie. 


In the parking lot lida elder left them, and after a quick word with Izuku, Bakugou left, and soon 
after Camie took her leave as well, though not before making Toga feel quite weird. Maybe in 
another life, Camie, in this one I’m with Izu-Izu. 


“Hey Himiko...about the mission...” He pulled her into a tight, comforting hug. 


“T know. [ll return, I’ve got big plans with you, after all!” 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, thanks for reading! 


A short farewell 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Eri was quite happy with life, so far. She now had a dad, a very funny mom, a lot of big brothers 
and sisters, and she even had a best friend; Kouta Izumi! Her playmate had been living in the same 
building for more than a year now, and they had played so much! 


Heroes and Villains with big bro Deku and Mirio, knights and princess with the very theatrical big 
bro Monoma...even sometimes they had made some cool toys with big cousin Hatsume. 


Her favourite was heroes and villains, but a close second was when big bro Shinsou came over to 
read them bedtime stories. It was even better when he invented the story! 


And this time, he had said over the phone that he was bringing a friend! Eri wondered who that 
might be; another of her big sisters? A girl from another school? Would it be...his girlfriend?!?! 
She giggled at the thought, almost choking on the rice she was eating. 


“Eri, everything okay?” asked her dad, Aizawa. 


\>? 


“Yep daddy, I was just laughing because I was thinking big bro Shinsou has a girlfriend 
Aizawa looked at her, surprised “Well, he does, how did you know?” 


“When he called, he said he was bringing a friend. I didn’t think it was a girlfriend, it would be too 
funny!” 


“T guess it would be!” said Aizawa, giving her one of his weird smiles, making Eri laugh a lot. 
“Okay, little one, eat all your greens and then you can go off to draw and play” 


“Ok, dad!” she said, beaming. In a flash she had secured her crayons and some blank paper, 
drawing herself, Kouta, bro Shinsou and how she thought his mysterious girlfriend looked. 


“Who is the girlfriend?” she asked Aizawa, but her dad was determined no to tell! It was a surprise, 
apparently. 


So Eri decided she had to be very pretty and very fun. The fun part was easy; she drew a huge 
smile. The pretty...not so much. What did bro like? Maybe she had green hair, like mommy! Or 
maybe it was bright blue, that was a pretty colour...and her blue crayon was still very new, so it 
would be a good use of it. 


And the girlfriend would obviously dress like a princess, there wasn’t a more beautiful way to 
dress. 


So, she drew a princess with blue hair, a big princess dress and pink skin, because she had no idea 
where she had left the crayon that would look more like most girls she knew. 


And then a though occurred to her; what if her skin was green or yellow? It was too late now; the 
princess was pink. Maybe she was a relative of Dancing Girl from the Cultural Festival? 


She decided to keep the rest of her characters without colouring their skin, cause it might get 
smudged or something. And Shinsou was quite pale, just as Eri was! 


“Sorta purple for bro’s hair, red for Kouta’s cap...grey for my hair; white would look weird...And 
done!” Proud of her artwork, Eri ran back to the kitchen to find Aizawa tending to a big pile of 
exams and essays. 


“Look dad! I drew Kouta and I, we’re married, and this is our house, here’s Shinsou and the 
girlfriend! They get married too!” 


“Who knows, he just might. Let’s pin it to the fridge, little one” he said, softly patting Eri’s head. 


“They should be getting here in about an hour, you still have some time if you want dessert or to 
play some more” 


“Tll go play with my dolls!” she said. Technically, half of them were action figures, a nice gift 
from big bro Deku, a lot of All Might’s and even some she didn’t know, like Gran Torino and 
Crimson Riot. 


The rest were real dolls that sis Yaomomo had made with her Quirk, when she had asked her if it 
was possible. They even had cloth clothes! And their hair was very soft! She had asked for a doll of 
some of her big sisters and a few of well-known hero ladies, like Ryukyu and Miruko. 


Well into an adventure where Yaomomo and Froppy fought a bunch of baddies, disguised as a 
troop of All Might’s, she heard the doorbell ringing. In a rush she ran to the kitchen, swiped her 
drawing from the fridge and ran again, this time to the door. 


She was glad that she had grown a bit and could now comfortably operate door handles, she 
thought as she opened the door. There was Shinsou! 


“Big bro!” she yelled, jumping to hug him and getting twirled a few times in the air before Shinsou 
put her back in the floor. It was only then that Eri noticed The Girfriend...she was indeed pink! 


“Dancer Girl! You are the friend! I drew you too!” she said, proudly displaying her art. 


“AWWW! She’s so cute!” said Dancer Girl, looking at her drawing and then pulling her into a hug. 
She hugged well and she smelled nice, so Eri approved a lot. 


“T’m Mina, I think we had already met but I haven’t spent a lot of time with you” she said, so Eri 
now knew she was called Mina. 


Taking Mina and Shinsou’s hands in her own, Eri brought them in to the living room. “Daddy! Big 
bro is here!” she yelled, and Aizawa appeared soon afterwards. 


“Kid, Ashido, welcome to my house. Don’t leave it dirty or I will enrol you again in UA just to 
expel you.” 


Both agreed, and Eri persuaded them to put on a movie for her, one about people from different 
dimensions all having spider Quirks and defeating an impossibly huge businessman. The movie 
was exciting, fun and it had cool music! 


But the exciting part was when she had caught Shinsou and Mina holding hands and they hadn't 
even moved! They reminded her a bit of her mom and dad; mommy was a fun girl too, it was her 
whole thing! 


But by the end of it, Eri was feeling a bit sleepy. They all took a small dinner, joined by Emi, 
lovingly called mommy by Eri, who had just returned from an extra work shift. 


The big glass of warm milk had ended whatever energy Eri had, pure willpower kept her awake; 
she had to finish the whole chapter with Shinsou! 


Mommy and daddy tucked her in her bed, kissed her goodnight and told her to dream of pretty 
things, and Shinsou and Mina sat on a pair of chairs beside her bed. 


“Mina makes the best voices, Eri, you’ll love how good she is with stories” said Shinsou, smiling 
softly at Mina, who beamed in return. Eri thought it was so cute! 


“Well I do try...which character am I? Which are you?” 
“T’m the elf prince and the narrator, you can be...everyone else” 


“Are you ready for my horrible accents, Eri?” asked Mina. Eri nodded and yawned, thinking that 
she had a kind smile. 


“So, here’s a recap of the last one...the prince was cornered by talking wolves, servants of the dark 
lord” 


The sleepy Eri didn’t remember all the names; “Is it still the same elf prince you named your cat 
after?” 


“Nope, that one was defeated by big fire demons and went straight to the afterlife, this one is the 
one that sings...Imagine uncle Mic with elf ears and that’s pretty much it” 


“T want him to win and save the human! And also that the princess appears again!” 


“Then let’s see you it goes!” said Shinsou, giving her a head pat. The two old kids started reading, 
softly and energetically, their shoulders touching as they hunched over the book. 


Eri had never seen Shinsou so comfortable with another friend, not even Hatsume and Deku, his 
“bestest” friends...she was very happy for him! But she was too sleepy. 


“Eri, it might be a while before I can come back and read you the rest of the story, but remember 
that you will always be my little sister, okay? And remember that I love you” said Shinsou, 
suddenly hugging Eri. 


Had that been...a tear she had felt in her head? Why would Shinsou be crying? Then it hit her; he 
was going off to fight a villain. It had to be someone terrifying, someone like...like Mr. Chisaki, to 
make heroes afraid. It was good that Mr. Chisaki was gone, though the nightmares... 


“Don’t worry, Eri” said Mina, joining the hug “We’ Il return as quickly as we can!” 


Wiping his eyes, Shinsou said “I’m...sorry, about that. We should keep reading, yeah?” Eri 
nodded, it would be alright! Shinsou was cool and Mina seemed very strong too! 


Sentence after sentence, paragraph after paragraph, the story calmed down Eri and lulled her softly 
to sleep. Her eyes heavy, she closed them and drifted off, for a night of sweet dreams and rest. 


“We are one week from the day, my lord” informed the Underminister of War to his superior, the 
Minister. For once they had met informally, without masks, and Underminister was quite shocked 
to find his boss had a completely common face, about the same as that of any average man in 


Mbele. 


Then again, what had he expected? The dead eyes of a Mountain brigade trooper? The “godly” 
visage that was said to live under Ndege Mweusi’s masked helm? 


It mattered little, in the end “We already have some information to relay to our teams there, the 
contact gave us the names, pictures and unholy powers the “heroes” attending will have; we've got 
some Greeks, a few French, one German and a lot of Americans.” 


“What about the Japanese? Those who have killed our Mountain Brigade operators with 
impunity...will they be there?” 


“The contact assured me they have been diverted, at least the male. The female...the contact 
claimed ignorance.” 


“That one is dangerous, she’s one of Pestilentia’s agents.” 
“Perhaps tell the Minister of Secrecy?” 
“ll have the Minister of Intelligence look into it, he serves the Ministry of War, albeit indirectly” 


“Of course, my lord. Oh, and there are also two other Japanese heroes, the ones who took down 
those Mexicans, undercover, it seems, in the event.” 


“Good, we wouldn’t be keeping our end of the bargain with that witch if we didn’t hand them to 
her. For setting her hovel on fire? How petty can these “Quirked” be?” 


“My lord, as long as this expendable, disposable pawns die for us, I say we don’t concern ourselves 
with their idiotic wishes.” 


“Well spoken. Did the weapon get smuggled correctly? I confess I have wanted to see that “city of 
lights” burn for as long as I have been aware of its presence.” 


“Everything is there, my lord. The day approaches.” 


“Yay! They put us on first class, Hitoshi!” said Mina, as she double checked the plane tickets to 
Paris. “Aren’t you excited?” 


Shinsou gave her about as big a smile as he could without making that weird face that only made 
Mina laugh, and said “Damn right, I am. Comfortable seats, with enough space for everyone’s 
legs, so no kids kicking my seat, and big armrests so if they put me next to a fat guy it won’t be so 
hellish.” 


“Hmmm, let’s check if...our seats are together! 4A and 4B! You got the window, lucky!” 


“We could always switch seats?” he said, a bit too calmly. Damn hero training making us adapt to 
changes so damn fast, I still wanna tease him and get him flustered! 


And then an idea came to her mind... “Nah, you keep your seat, but I'll sit on your lap!” 


Success! Red as a tomato again! Oh no, a sarcastic smile! A very delicious sarcastic smile! “Well, 
now that would be great, but not too safe, would it?” 


That made Mina burst out laughing “Safe? Did you get possessed by lida or something?” 
“Aww, now that’s just harsh, Mina! He’s a good lad” 
“Did you hear about him and Ochako?” 


“Tzuku told me, with how Ochako got with him and all...well, I hope she does have feelings for 
lida and it’s not some rebound shit” 


“T agree, I want them both to be very happy!” 


They had arrived with less time than their previous flight abroad, and migration controls had been 
slow, so they had ended up needing to run to get to the gate in time. Catching their breath there, a 
flight attendant had admitted them in the line, and they had boarded the huge plane for the non- 
stop flight. 


“Tt is much less awkward than shuffling all the way to seat thirty-something in the back with 
people putting suitcases too big above, don’t you think, Mina?” he asked. 


Mina hadn't done too much travelling by airplane, not before becoming a hero student, at least, but 
even with her limited experience she got what he meant. “Too true, Hitoshi! Do you think they’Il 
serve good food too?” 


“T’m sure they will, probably better than last time” 
“That pasta was kinda weird looking...” 


“Here’s our seats...damn, they really are good. And big” he said, a mischievous smirk on his face 
“they might actually fit both of us in one.” 


“Wait, you’re being serious? I’m the one that jokes here...” 
“Maybe when everyone falls asleep, for now, have the window seat, Mina” 


That mix of sweetness and sarcasm was quite delightful for Mina, it kept her on her toes “Thanks 
baby!” she said, giving him a quick kiss. J have to give as much as I take, with you being this nice! 


She sat on her new seat, and it was seriously comfortable. Much better than her mom’s minivan 
back when she was a young kid and they went on road trips; in her adult life, pretty much the only 
thing comfier was her bed. Or Shinsou’s shoulder, but that was a different story! 


“We’re taking off in a few, are you perhaps afraid of flying?” Shinsou asked, playfully poking her 
shoulder. 


Batting her eyelashes like a damsel in distress, Mina said “Only the take-off, could you hold my 
hand?” 


He let out a short laugh and passed over his hand, which Mina took in hers, and held it way after 
take-off. “You know that thing I just said about take-off? I lied!” 


“You’re turning from an alien girl into a demon girl, with such evil lies!” he said, rolling his eyes 
but smiling. And he didn’t take back his hand. It would be a long, tiring flight, but Mina couldn’t 
hope for better company. 


The only thing she might wish for would have been internet access, so she could send Tooru and 
the Bakusquad a picture of her and Shinsou after he fell asleep. With his insomnia, it was quite rare 


to see him like that, all relaxed. And it was cute as hell. 


She checked the tv screen connected to her seat, for watching movies and such, and saw that they 
were still more than thirteen hours away. Yawning, she decided that the time was right to make 
good on Shinsou’s idea, and she cuddled into his seat, carefully placing herself as the little spoon. 


“Miss, that isn’t recommended” said a flight attendant passing by “but I know young love, and I 
know you two are heroes...just react quickly in case of turbulence, okay? And [ll wake you up for 
supper” 


After thanking the attendant, Mina let herself cuddle up even more comfortably, moving her butt a 
bit so she could react in the case of emergencies, but most importantly, wrapping Shinosu’s arms 
around her. 


It would be a long flight, after all, and she would need all the enjoyable things to keep boredom at 
bay. 


Shinsou woke up slowly, when a voice in his ear whispered “Sir, supper will be served in ten 
minutes”. 


He blinked as he muttered “Yeah, got it”, trying to clear his mind. Why was he feeling something 
so soft against him? Was his seat supposed to be that curvy? And to pinch his cheek a little if he 
moved forward a bit? Be so fluffy near his face? Smell like...Mina’s shampoo? 


His eyes shot open when he realized exactly what position he was in, spooning with Mina. The 
mischievous girl had actually done it. 


God, she looks cuter than a munchkin cat like this...I can’t wake her up now. Instead he just took a 
few seconds to admire her, to enjoy her presence. She still made him rather nervous sometimes 
but... he was enjoying this relationship thing, a lot. Shit, who am I kidding? I’m head over heels. 


He thought back to the first time he had seen her, in the UA Sports Festival in first year. He hadn’t 
been smitten, or even paid too much attention to her, but he had found her quite attractive. 


Then actually talking with her, having class with her...she had been so loud, so active, it had 
clashed a lot with his personality back then. J was such a whiny ass. But now, there was no one 
he’d rather have with him on a mission. 


Was it really okay to ogle her like this? He felt like such a pervert appreciating her body, even if he 
couldn’t deny it drove him mad. Her toned back, her flat stomach, her ass, those thighs. Surely it 
wasn’t okay to think such things, so instead he looked at her face. 


A mistake, clearly, as that too took his breath away, she was just so beautiful. 


“Sir, could you please wake up the miss? The supper cart is on its way” said a voice behind him, 
almost making him jump. 


He turned to the flight attendant, managing to say “Sure, yeah”, before turning back to decide how 
to wake up Mina. Would he...? 


He kissed her on the forehead, and she immediately woke up, smiling at him so, so smugly. “True 


love’s kiss was on the lips, dummy.” 


“You’re such a pain, “sleeping beauty”. Hope your power nap prepared you for the best of airline 
peanuts.” 


She laughed “I’m always ready for peanuts!” The meal actually was some pasta and beef, 
surprisingly good. After some chewing, Mina had declared that it was a thousand times better than 
her own cooking, and Shinsou made a mental note to avoid trying it. 


“So, you think we’ll be the only Japanese heroes?” asked Mina a while later, after she had grown 
bored with looking out the window, the movies available and the manga she had brought along. 


Shinsou pondered a second and said “I think maybe, but it sounded like we two have the bigger 
mission. I’m not sure but I think they’re sending Awase with us for backup.” 


“How fun! He’s one of the cool ones from class B. Do you think he’ II bring a date?” 
“Mina, it is a secret mission...” 
“In a fancy party! He’d look out of place all alone!” 


“Well, I dunno if he’s dating anyone. Guess we’ll see. By the way, why have you been so secretive 
about your dress for the event?” 


She smiled like a child who had just stolen a cookie undetected “It is a surprise!” 
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Never gonna dance again 
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Teresa adjusted her lace gloves, added just a bit more eye shadow, and placed her “living” flower 
on her braided hair. She was ready, which couldn’t be said for poor Merced, who had clearly never 
worn a dress that long or heels that tall. 


Teresa was fond of the girl, but she was in for a surprise. Blackbird didn’t take kindly to curious 
servants, and those that had a smell of betrayal even less. 


She picked up her gun, an old Browning Hi-Power with lacquered finish and grips engraved with a 
Catrina. Was it a lady’s gun? A hipster’s? Both? 


She holstered her gun discretely among her clothes, and then pocketed the detonator. Her crew had 
placed everything already. “Teresa! I think I’m as ready as I'll ever be, bloody hell.” She wasn’t 
ready for what would happen next, not in a thousand years, poor girl. 


Two thoughts mingled in Shinsou’s mind, drowning everything else; this Yuyu Haya tailored suit 
was pretty damn comfortable, allowing him to conceal a capture weapon with ease; and that he was 
likely blushing as hard as Izuku around girls when he had first met him. And it had a reason. 


One reason, one gorgeous reason; Mina had just walked out of her hotel room, a beautiful dress 
showing off her figure, and some clever makeup bringing out her awesome black and gold eyes. 


“Cat got your tongue, Toshi?” It seemed Mina had settled on that nickname, but Shinsou only 
focused on the wink she gave him as she offered her hand. Of course, he took it. 


“If I had known I'd ever find you so attractive, I would probably have cut the amount of times I 
called you annoying by...at least half’ He couldn’t help but smile at the playful pout on her face as 
they walked. 


“Then you would have lost your tsundere charm!” she said, laughing. 
“Tm not a...okay, I totally am a tsundere” Shinsou said, hiding his face from her joyous laughter. 


From their hotel a car would take them to the Palais, along with the other Japanese heroes 
undercover among the guests, Awase and, in a rather surprising reveal, Setsuna Tokage, both 
looking quite elegant. 


“See, Awase? I totally called that ship since the first year Sports Festival!” yelled Setsuna as they 
met their fellow UA graduates. 


“You said their kids would have the second fluffiest hair next to the kids if Ashido instead married 
Midoriya” said Awase. Shinsou liked Awase, a noble, humble and extremely dependable guy. 


“What can I say, her hair is super fluffy. Did we bet any yen?” 
“T don’t think we did, Tokage” 


“So our friends arrive and we’re on last name basis again? I’m wounded!” said Setsuna, 
dramatically holding her chest. 


“Hey you two!” said Setsuna “You’re gonna have to tell us everything, I’mdying for good gossip!” 


“Only after you tell us how you ended up here, Setsuna!” answered Mina, a mischievous grin on 
her face, Oh fuck, she’s gonna tell them about how I took a gunshot in the butt and she patched me 
up, is it? 


“Poor Awase is too much of a gentleman to go homewrecking Yaomomo’s relationship, though 
looking at you in a suit... you totally could, mate!” Setsuna said, poking at Awase’s tie. 


“Setsuna, for the last time, I am not in love with Momo! Sure, she’s beautiful and intelligent, but 
me helping her against that Nomu on first year is what anyone would have done!” 


“You called her by first name right now, there was definitely something there!” Shinsou was 
grateful that he had already accepted having feelings for Mina by then, or else Setsuna Tokage 
might have dragged them out to light in the most embarrassing way possible! 


“T called you by your first name too!” The poor guy was getting quite fired up. 


“Awase...are you trying to seduce me?” The absolute smugness in Setsuna's smile brought shivers 
down Shinsou’s spine. 


“T’ll ignore that until you act your age and stop whispering in my ear about hot people passing by.” 


“But...there are a lot of hot people around and I trust you enough to give you a most necessary 
heads up!” 


“Like when you pranked me to look at a plumber’s butt crack?” 
“Touché” 


“So, to answer you guys’ question, I asked Setsuna to partner up with me for two reasons; I’d look 
conspicuous going in alone, and her Quirk is extremely good for spy stuff. Her perverted 
personality is just an added bonus, I guess.” 


“Oh shut up, you love me” said Setsuna, elbowing Awase, who was suddenly quite flustered and 
quiet. 


“Hey look, car’s here!” said Mina, pointing at a small, dark coloured limo. It would fit the four 
heroes alright, even with how voluminous Setsuna’s dress was. 


They scrambled in, sitting in couples, and immediately Mina was searching the minibar, looking 
for something tasty. And given that there was still quite a bit of summer heat in Paris, Shinsou 
thought it was a great idea. 


“Look dudes, there’s a bottle of “Orangeenuh”, however you pronounce that!” Mina had 
completely bypassed a bottle of champagne in favour of a European orange drink, a wise choice, 
we’re gonna need to be alert tonight. And when they drank it, the ice-cold orangeade was 
delicious. 


The drive to the Palais du Luxembourg was quite long, as expected for car traffic in a city that size. 
But they were comfortable, and to hear Mina explain how they had ended up together was quite 
exciting for Shinsou. 


He delighted in seeing Mina’s detailed and bombastic storytelling, and he revelled in every little 
story she told when she got sidetracked. How was I so blind to see that she is this amazing? 


A few minutes after Mina had told her story and answered Setsuna’s thorough questioning, all four 
sat in comfortable silence. Until they started to hear some bustle from outside the car, signalling 
they had arrived. Mina squeezed his hand a bit and then they climbed out the car. 


Reporters crowded the entrance, as well as hero fans of all ages. This gathering, a fundraiser party 
where heroes and donors for various charities would meet, was a show of force, telling the entire 
world that they weren’t scared and that the counterattack was not more important than getting the 
resources to help the victims first. 


But Shinsou and Mina weren’t famous worldwide, and thus they could move about in the guise of 
donors, or whatever people attended these types of things. Their cover wasn’t particularly good, 
but they didn’t expect anyone to notice “Identifications, please” 


“Y’m Hal Emmerich” 
“T’m Motoko Kusanagi” 


“Please go in, and enjoy the party!” said the guard, allowing them in. Well-armed; watch our 
backs, man. 


They had arrived “fashionably late” due to the traffic, so there was already some food and drink on 
the tables, fancy little appetizers that they gorged on, as they hadn’t eaten since lunch, where 
Shinsou and Mina had stopped in their little sightseeing tour to have some croque monsieur 
sandwiches, in a restaurant Mina had spotted in a side street. 


She truly had the best luck with restaurants, born from her own horrible cooking skills, on her own 
admission. 


Between bites of appetizers and some more orangeade, Shinsou and Mina examined the scene as 
closely as possible. 


The Palais de Luxembourg was comprised of the actual palace, a gorgeous work of architecture 
and art, and the garden around it, exquisitely maintained, where most of the party was taking place, 
and where a crowd of civilians was already growing, ready for the fireworks to come later. 


In the central hall the main event would happen, a concert of some sort, and some speeches from 
the Foundation for Victims of Villains, the main organization coordinating several charities. 
According to some private research Shinsou had done, the Secretary of Defense of the US had quite 
an investment in that organization, perhaps the reason she wanted the event protected. 


And in the main hall there would also be a ballroom dance. Which both excited and terrified 
Shinsou. 


“We should eh...scout the palace?” 


Mina finished eating a bit of croissant and said “You just wanna sightsee around the nice palace, 
don’t you?” 


“What can I say? Missions in places with good architecture are a nice change of pace. And these 
French people could build, that they could.” 


“Tt is the kinda place I imagined with princess stories as a kid!” That made Shinsou imagine a cute 
kid Mina dressed up like a famous princess. 


“Well, you are an Alien Queen now, so I guess it sorta worked out. Maybe you should have 
brought a prince, though.” 


Adopting a haughty expression and “arrogant” voice, Mina said “Oh, indeed! This commoner shall 
serve, for now!” She couldn’t keep a straight face and burst out laughing. 


“Well, at least you didn’t call me a peasant, that would have been embarrassing. Let’s go and check 
the gardens for enemies, shall we?” He offered a hand, which Mina took. 


The garden was lit by the sunset as they walked out, making their way to the paths, before Mina 
decided that she preferred to go barefoot a while and feel the manicured grass beneath her feet. 
Cutting through the grass, they walked under trees to reach a small pavilion, which had not yet 
been occupied by anyone else. 


“You know, I never thought I’d be spending time in the prettiest part of Paris with you, Mina. Hell, 
I never thought I’d come to this city at all, let alone with a girl like you.” 


She arched an eyebrow and asked “A girl like me?” 


“An amazing girl that I can’t stop thinking about. You know how bad my Quirk migraines are? 
Thinking so much about you 1s helping that.” 


“Can’t give a compliment without sarcasm?” 


“Alright, alright.” His voice was completely honest as he said “You are cuter than a basket full of 
munchkin cats, I now like your constant talking so much, and I just realized you are the woman I 
find most attractive in the world.” 


With a smug smile, she asked “You realized just now?” 


It was a game two could play! “Yeah, must be that dress, I think. The colour brings out your eyes 
even more, and uhh...also your skin? I don’t want to sound like a pervert, but it looks great on 


” 


you. 
“Well, your legs look fine as hell in your suit, so that’s that.” 


The sunset loomed in front of them, beams of orange sunlight slashing through the clouds, 
reflected beautifully in Mina’s black and gold eyes. They hugged and watched it in silence, the only 
sound their soft breathing, and the beating of Shinsou’s heart, as he still wasn’t completely used to 
the proximity of another person. But goddamn if it doesn’t make me happy to be like this. 


“Uhh...weren’t we scouting or something?” 


“Ah, yes. I'd actually thought up an excuse for touring the place! How about we scout the inside 


now? Maybe we’ll find more food.” 


“Yes, please! I’m kinda starving, those mini-croissants only made me hungry. We should totally 
cook some croissants some day!” 


Her cheery attitude didn’t deceive him “Didn’t you say you were a danger when cooking?” 


“You cook and I do cute stuff to annoy you just a bit! Like tickling you!” Without further warning, 
Mina started tickling Shinsou, who, while not particularly ticklish, was still unable to resist the 
relentless assault and started laughing against his will. 


“See? Made you laugh and all!” 


“T take it back from the last time I said you weren’t annoying” he said, while giving Mina his 
biggest smile, so she would see that he didn’t find her annoying anymore. “Let’s get something in 
that belly of yours and go dance.” 


She gave a dramatic pout and touched her stomach “I have a belly? I knew being a foodie would 
catch up to me some day!” 


“T was kidding, your abs drive me crazy, like damn. But the stomach behind them grumbles like a 
wolf!” 


They walked back inside the Palais, scouring room after room in search of canapés, until at last 
they found a sizable buffette, and had some well-earned dinner. 


“Do you know how to ballroom dance, Shinsou?” asked Mina as they walked to the main hall, the 
heels of their shoes clicking against the old floor tiles. 


“T watched some videos on it, I kinda know where to put my hands...I think” He had almost 
decided on taking classes when they had first received more details on the mission, but it made 
him extremely anxious imagining himself joining one of those classes alone. 


He could endure it if he was dancing with Mina, but asking her to join a class with him like that? It 
was illogical, but he feared she’d refuse, and thus he had not taken those classes. “If you get 
embarrassed of dancing with this clumsy idiot, just tell me, okay?” 


“Don’t be silly, Pll teach you and you’ll be dancing like a pro in no time!” Mina said, with an 
infectious grin. 


The hall was lined with tables on the sides, in the centre was the dance floor, and in the back was a 
complex stage, prepared for the surprise event that would happen later on in the night. For the 
moment, though, it was occupied by a DJ, playing a soft waltz on the speakers. 


They walked to the centre of the hall, between couples of heroes and civilians alike, all of them 
focused on their respective partners. This is like a goddamn fairy tale or something. 


Shinsou took Mina’s right hand in his left and placed his right hand on her hip, while she placed 
her other hand on his shoulder. Slowly, he tried matching the song’s rhythm with his feet, moving 
one step left and one step right, Mina matching his pace. 


“Look at your face!” she said, laughing “Like threading a needle?” 


“Tf I don’t concentrate, [’ll probably trip or something!” 


“Relax! Move like I do” Mina said as she moved in much closer. Close enough that her breathing 
tickled his chin, and her footwork was different. Fluid, simple but elegant, Mina guided the dance, 
easing Shinsou into it. 


He felt his shoulders relax and even felt a smile creeping on his face. The simple way they kept 
eye contact threatened to melt Shinsou’s heart, but it only made him want to continue. 


“See? You are already having fun and we’re just two songs in!” she said, beaming at him “Now 
let’s show this bunch of squares how we dance, shall we? Spin me like Pll spin you right now!” 
Mina let go of Shinsou’s shoulder and turned on his hand, twirling him around. J feel like fucking 
Cinderella, and it’s fun as hell. 


“My turn!” he said, doing the same motion, spinning Mina around, though she spun a bit more, 
wrapping his arm over her shoulder and ending just a couple of centimetres away from his face. 


With a flirty smirk, she blew a kiss at him, and then spun back to where she had started. Shinsou 
was dumbstruck, that had taken all air from his lungs and any thought besides Mina’s lips from his 
mind. 


The next song brought him back to reality. And then he knew what he had to do. 

“Hey Mina? You know this song?” 

“Hell yeah! My grandpa used to say that real love sounded just like “True” by Spandau Ballet!” 
“What can I say except “I know that much is true?” 


“You see? There’s a romantic inside there!” 


That wasn’t romantic, this is! It was the best part of the song. Putting Mina’s weight on his right 
hand, he moved to a dip, bringing himself closer to her lowered body. Kissing distance away. 


They stared at each other for an eternal second, then he brought his lips against hers. The kiss was 
sweet, passionate and wonderful, and Shinsou was past the point of caring what anyone else might 
think of them. 


A giggle from Mina interrupted their lips, and she said, eyes still closed “That was a tango move 
and we were waltzing! That was cheating!” 


“To be fair, I have no idea how that move is even called, or anything, I winged it and I thought we 
might both fall to the-” Mina interrupted him with another kiss. A longer one, a deeper one. She’s 
so aggressive with her tongue, holy shit. 


Eventually, the dip position became awkward, so they stood again, dancing even closer this time, 
Mina resting her head on his shoulder tenderly. 


“T’m happy I got over all of that stupid bullshit and we are together, you know?” 
“T’m happy too, a boyfriend I can tease this much 1s a lot of fun” 


Songs and more songs played and they took the opportunity to look around the room a bit before 
the main event would bring everyone here. 


As far as Shinsou could see, only two notable heroes were already there, two Americans; Lady 
Liberty, a woman who could turn to greenish bronze with a similar Quirk to Tetsutetsu Tetsutetsu, 


and Texas Sized, a big wrestler-looking guy who had the power of becoming even bigger on 
command. 


The numbers | and 3 of the US in the event, a big message that America was not afraid. 


“Do you think they are a couple?” asked Mina “They’d look totally cute together, they are both so 
tall and strong, their newborn baby would probably be taller than me!” 


“They do look like they are close...though until one does that thing I did before kissing you, [ll 
remain unconvinced on them being a couple!” 


“You don’t get how fun shipping people is, that it?” 


“Look, that one’s the Greek hero Golden Fleece, Izuku was a pretty big fan of her and he told me a 
couple of things” he said, pointing to a short woman with slightly curly hair. 


Mina squealed in delight “Awwww! She’s so cute! What’s her power?” 


“T think something to do with wool? I may have been extremely sleep deprived when Izuku told 


” 


me. 
“Maybe that’s why she has that cute sweater! You see any others?” 
“Maybe if we spin a bit I'll see if we can’t spot any more...” 


Indeed there were a few more famous heroes, like the French rising star Jean D’ark, who looked 
much less impressive when not riding her mechanical horse and carrying a Oriflame banner 
around, and like Alpine, the Swiss mountain master. 


They also spotted Freya, the #1 hero of the Nordic countries, quietly leaving the hall after a very 
thorough tour of it, hand in hand with her girlfriend, that agent Holy Diver. 


“T’m kinda glad everyone’s wearing normal suits and dresses, their hero costumes are much 
flashier than mine...” Shinsou said. 


“That’s because yours is all grey and black and blue! Bright colours like in my costume are the 
best!” 


He was about to say something, but Mina interrupted him “And I know you love my costume!” 
“Well, yeah, I do.” 


She winked at him, then said “Speaking about costumes, I think Pll go and change my shoes, I 
really should have broken in these heels before!” As much as Shinsou thought those heels made 
her legs look stunning (even more than usual), he was glad that she would wear something more 
comfortable instead. 


As he watched her go away to the entrance, where they had checked in a bag with a change of 
clothes, Shinsou thought a bit on just how much he had been enjoying this trip with Mina. 


Her sweet laughter as they visited the Notre Dame cathedral, her way of finding fun anywhere, that 
nap they had taken on the Champ de Mars park, in view of the Eiffel tower the day before...Now 
that he had this in his life, he was willing to fight to the death to protect it. 


“Oi love, fancy meeting you here” said a voice from behind him, a voice he was pretty sure that he 
wouldn’t hear again. 


“T’ve got a proposal to make. You probably already figured out who I am, right?” 


Shinsou looked at Maria, the girl from the cat café in Texas, dressed in a long blue dress “You’re 
with Blackbird’s people, aren’t you?” 


“T have an idea on how to win the war. For your team.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks a lot for reading! 


Atomique chasse avec I'acide et la moto 


Chapter Notes 


I would like to thank a tourist map from when I visited Paris for making this chapter 
possible. And the song "Escape through Paris" from Mission Impossible: Fallout, it 
really inspired this chapter! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Mina returned, wearing a pair of shoes that she was extremely comfortable with, that she could 
even sprint in. Energized by a thin glass of champagne she had taken from a waiter, refreshed by a 
visit to the ladies’ room, she was ready to dance the socks off out of Shinsou. 


That Tango move had taken her by surprise, she had seriously not expected such a daring move 
from the very, very clumsy dancer. /t must have been that old song, he seemed really into it! But 
now she was determined to keep on dancing until the two of them ruled the dance floor! 


So she walked in with determination back into the hall, the fancy room straight out of how she had 
pictured the ballroom from Cinderella, steps to lose shoes and all. While the room was now packed 
completely, a quick scan of it revealed that Shinsou had gone to one of the tables to the sides, as 
the event staff added the final touches to the stage. 


But he wasn’t alone, like she had expected, or talking with Awase and Tokage, which she had also 
thought about. He was talking to a tall, pretty girl that seemed extremely familiar... 


She approached casually, noticing the two were talking quietly, with some tension between them. 
The girl seemed a year or two older than them, and uncomfortable in her red dress, though it fit her 
perfectly. Long black hair with a silver streak...where the hell had she seen this girl? And the way 
she leaned in to talk... was it some sort of secret? 


Then the two walked a few steps, further back into the room, and it clicked for Mina. This girl 
walked just like that terrorist hacker back in Texas. And she looked just like the girl from that 
damn cat café there too! 


Can it be a coincidence? Am I jumping to conclusions cause I’m paranoid? As she got closer, she 
confirmed that indeed it was the girl from Texas. Now I'll just ask you a question or two... 


“Heeeeeyyyyyy, guyyyys!” she said, moving in to wrap the girl in a “sister-like” hug, her hand 
firmly placed on her thin shoulder. Then she whispered, just for the girl “Hello, miss Hackergirl! 
Gotcha figured out, so please don’t make me burn your skin off with acid.” 


Looking terrified, the girl stared at Mina “I’m a defector! [Il be a double agent, I was just telling 
Hitoshi here that I have an-” 


“Hello ladies and gentlemen! Some of you already know me as the illustrious, the glorious, the 
magical Lady Wildcard! Tricks and magic are afoot! I shall amaze and delight!” a dignified lady 
with a Latin American accent said as she took to the stage, a huge eagle perched on top of her arm. 


“T apologize for the secrecy, but we wanted this spectacle to be a surprise! Now, for my first 


trick...behold!” The eagle flew from the woman’s arm, and Mina found her eyes glued to its flight, 
almost unnaturally so. As it reached the centre of the hall, the eagle exploded in a soft puff of 
smoke, instantly replaced by half a hundred doves. 


“Wow” she couldn’t help but mumble, enthralled completely by the show. 


Mina felt her hand slip from the hacker girl’s shoulder, as the girl said “Bloody hell, I have a plan, 
I just need you two to-” Another trick interrupted her, as the magician lady made a random hero’s 
champagne glass turn into a puppy from a puff of orange smoke. 


Everyone clapped as the show went on, trick by trick. “We are supposed to be guarding this place 
from your people, Maria” said Shinsou, trying to look away from the show. 


“Look mate, I want to get out of this blithering war and live, and if Blackbird wins, Ill probably be 
executed a year later for having a Quirk. So hear me out.” 


“Can we end the war?” asked Mina, an uncharacteristic seriousness in her voice. 


“Bloody hell, you pink egghead! I’m telling you just that! But you’re going to have to follow me 
and pretend a bit. Do you trust me?” 


“Hell no, but if we can stop the killing, it can’t hurt to try. And my girlfriend can still burn you 
with acid non-lethally, so don’t try anything.” The hesitant but proud way in which he had said 
“girlfriend” was extremely cute for Mina, even with the mounting stress of the situation. 


“And now! Look at what my magic can make appear, just from this little card! The Queen of 
Hearts, quite fitting, isn’t it?” said Lady Wildcard, throwing a single playing card above the stage. 
And then the card exploded like a flashbang grenade of massive proportions, deafening and 
blinding Mina. 


Her eyes were the first to adjust, even while her ears still rang, training for three years with 
Bakugou and his explosions had made her used to them, somewhat. Hope that doesn’t mean I’ve 
got any hearing loss, though! Her hand moved quickly to take Shinsou’s, and another clasped 
around the hacker girl Maria’s upper arm. 


But before she could move them, Mina saw what the flashbang had hidden; a team of enemy 
soldiers and mercenaries, breaching every door! 


Armed with guns and Quirks, the enemy moved quick to capitalize on the heroes being stunned, 
perhaps the only way to take them on, considering the sheer power of the heroes gathered. 


At least two dozen of the enemy troops were those scary super soldiers from Ndege Mweusi’s 
army, the other half masked mercs of all sizes and dressed in whatever they had chosen. In an 
instant, the overwhelming sound of gunfire started from more than thirty machine guns, but by 
then some heroes were reacting. 


Mina saw Lady Liberty turn to greenish bronze and take on the incoming bullets as she charged a 
squad by herself, while Texas Size, the Number One hero of the US, roared and turned into a giant, 
at least four meters tall, and smashed the floor in front of another group of enemies. 


Golden Fleece, the cute Greek hero, had sprouted wool all over her body, her hair turning snowy 
white and her face armouring up with a natural layer of dark leather. And in another second, the 
wool had sprung out and shot through the air, turning into strong as steel yarn as it flew, catching 
mercs and soldiers with it. 


But not all heroes were reacting quick enough, as Mina saw a Spaniard hero, dressed like a 
bullfighter, get shot through the chest just as he was transforming into a bull himself, throwing him 
to the ground. The young French hero Jean D’ark pushed some civilians out of the way and took 
the brunt of an electric attack, falling unconscious. 


“Well, well, heroes! Won’t you look at the screen behind me, for a second?” Lady Wildcard 
pointed theatrically to the image of an open suitcase, somewhere in the building. It had a 
radioactive symbol on it! 


“That’s a tactical nuke, and I’ve got the deadman trigger! Now now, you may ask why? You two 
burned my house!” Lady Wildcard pointed directly at Mina and Shinsou as she spoke. Can 
someone really be that petty? 


“Looks like my ride is here! A pleasure enchanting you, my audience!” A motorcycle crashed 
through a glass window, rode straight through the hall and Lady Wildcard jumped on it. “Adios, 
amigos!” she said, waving the nuke’s trigger on her hand. 


The shock was enough that Mina had let go of the hacker girl, and the second she was free, Maria 
said “Bloody bitch! That wasn’t the plan, I’m buggering off!” In a second, Maria had started 
sprinting away, in the direction of the window the bike had smashed through. She was wearing 
sneakers all this time? Damn her! 


“Hito, I’ve got her!” she said as her eyes crossed with Shinsou’s. 
He nodded “T’'ll get the magician, I’m not losing against a deadman trigger again!” 


They looked away, Shinsou rushing to some police bikes parked just outside, Mina dashing to get 
some speed before skating on acid. Damn, I really loved these shoes. 


Maria Kestrel was well and thoroughly buggered. A bloody nuke? She knew that stuff had been 
kept from her, but nothing as dangerous as an atom bomb? What was the yield? Could she get 
away? 


Blithering idiot, I thought I was playing them with this betrayal I was planning, they were the ones 
playing me all along! The heroes can defuse it, right? Right? 


Absolute fear chilled her spine, pushing her forward, running as fast as her scrawny legs could take 
her. She had no clue how she had even vaulted through the broken window without cutting herself 
on the glass, she was no parkour runner! 


Fear and adrenaline were letting her go, but could that last long? She had to move, as far away as 
she could. A nuke that small can’t destroy all Paris, can it? 


Then Maria heard a sizzling sound, the sound of a liquid meeting the pavement behind her. A 
liquid that burnt slightly on contact with the ground, and the sound of a person sliding on it. 


That damn acid girl! Honeypotting Hitoshi was going to be impossible anyway with her around, 
but what’s the deal? I’m not trying to steal your lad, now that I know! Just let me run away from 
that nuke, blimey. 


The pink girl was going to get them both killed. So Maria needed to get a vehicle, the hero couldn’t 


catch her! 


A glob of slippery acid zoomed just an inch away, sticking to the ground and almost making Maria 
trip. Can’t stay on the street! 


She rushed inside a building, a bakery, and spread whatever was on the way to slow down the acid 
girl. Throwing baguettes at heroes to escape death by nuclear fire, what a joke my life has become! 


The backdoor was almost at her reach, when she looked back and saw the hero slamming in 
through some drywall, her acid weakening the structure, so it resisted her less than a sheet of 
paper. Frankly, it was terrifying to be running away from a girl who, if she so chose, could just as 
well melt away her corpse! 


Pushing the backdoor, Maria left that boulangerie and kept running, hoping to come across a 
scooter, a bicycle, something...and there it was, a car with keys still there, the owner having 
stepped out to furiously yell at whoever was on the other side of the phone. 


So Maria just had to run fifty meters, start the ignition and leave the acid hero in her dust! 


At least that was the plan, as she ran. Thirty meters, then twenty, then ten, she was almost there... 
And a strong body smashed against her, pinning her against the vehicle she was intending to steal 
to get away. 


“Sacre Bleu!” yelled the owner, while Maria yelled “Bloody hell!” herself. 


“Sorry moosie-err, or whatever is the pronunciation! It’s a hero arrest, sorry for the dent!” The girl 
had just slammed her shoulder and dented the car! “And you, you sneaky girl, I got you.” 


“Love, we could both be speeding away from that damn bomb instead of fighting!” 


“Did you see the heroes there? They are the best of the best. [’Il put it on speaker, we have it all 
under control!” 


The pink girl took off an earpiece and pressed a button “...This is Mindtrick, I’m going for the 
detonator, I can disable it, how goes the bomb?” 


“Golden Fleece here, target located and I’m nearly...” 


Shinsou ran for a police bike while putting on an earpiece, already connected to the Hero Net. The 
bikes looked fast enough to catch up to Lady Wildcard, he had a chance to disable the detonator if 
he could lure her to the river! 


Mounting up, he said “Mindtrick to all heroes, I’m in pursuit of the detonator on the Rue de 
Vaugirard! The perp is a woman called Lady Wildcard, she’s on a bike, any heroes can assist? 
Police elements?” 


“Holy Diver her, sniper team, there’s a pair of armoured trucks headed your way to intercept and 
escort the target bike, Mindtrick. Freya’s moving to engage, I'll take out the other.” 


As Shinsou rode the bike, speeding towards Lady Wildcard’s bike, he saw the two trucks, coming 
in from the opposite lane and charging into their side of the road, pushing vehicles aside like they 


were nothing. It didn’t seem like any car was getting crushed by them, but Shinsou was in a bike, 
they would make mincemeat of him if they crashed. 


But one stopped, forming a roadblock. How polite of you, not to make me roadkill. The other kept 
going, but from the first armoured truck came out soldiers in black armour, more Mountain 
Brigade commandos.They aimed their weapons at Shinsou, and he knew he was well and utterly 
fucked; if they didn’t fill him with bulletholes, the second truck would crash into him. 


His mind slowed down, watching every detail. The cool night, with autumn starting to take root in 
Paris. The lights around him, that made the city so famous. The sound of the bike’s engine, as he 
pushed it to the limit. 


And the sound of a heavy rifle, the shot hitting the armoured truck in the engine and sending it 
spinning uncontrollably, crashing with a lamp post. 


He rode, aiming to pass the crashed truck, when he saw the unmistakeable outline of an armoured 
person falling from the rooftops on top of the other truck, while blasting music. Immigrant song... 
it was Freya! The Nordic hero was instantly fighting the commandos, wielding a Dane axe to 
deadly effect after having thrown a shield at the first commando. 


Shinsou wished he could stay and admire the fight, but he had a bike to catch! 


Riding past both trucks, he neared Lady Wildcard, little by little, meter by meter, until she was 
close enough that he could almost jump to her bike. The lady tried aiming a pistol at him, but they 
were going too fast, and she missed. 


Two times she shot at him, and he had to hang back a bit so he wouldn’t get hit, and that gave them 
a chance to turn. 


“Mindtrick here! They are on the Boulevard du Montparnasse, no, they turned again, Rue de 
Sevres! I’m still on them!” 


“Freya reporting! I am cutting through the rooftops to support! Police have organized roadblocks 
on the street you are in! Boulevard Garibaldi too!” 


Herded by the police and Shinsou’s relentless chase, Lady Wildcard’s bike turned first to 
Garibaldi, then, seeing the police cars on their way, took the Avenue de Suffren instead. Going for 
the scenic route with the Eiffel Tower, huh? The river’s that way, Ill take down the detonator like 
that! 


“You have a gunship on your way, going low, I have it!” A gunship? How the hell did they 
smuggle that to Paris? Something smells fishy and it isn’t the river. 


Both bikes sped up. They were on a straight road, and, while his bike had better handling, on a 
straight line, Lady Wildcard’s bike was faster. 


He just needed to keep up till they reached the river, then they would need to turn, and he could 
catch them, take them down crashing to the river, disabling the detonator. A failure in the circuit 
was the only way, even if it broke his bones in the fall. 


Then he heard the strange whoosh of the Mbele gunship behind him, just out of firing range. If the 
gunship caught up with him before he took down the bike, he’d be done, and the nuke would go 
off. 


But thankfully, he didn’t need to think of that anymore. He heard an explosion behind him, and in 


the radio, Freya said “Gunship down! What is status of party place?” 


“Lady Liberty on the line, hall is secured, Golden Fleece is leading a team to get that nuke! No 
dead, but we have twenty wounded, two gravely!” 


Shinsou could see the river and Lady Wildcard already slowing down to turn. A ramp placed in 
front of a metro entrance was just what he needed! With one hand, he unravelled the capture 
weapon under his suit, while he controlled the bike with the other. Looks like I’m ruining this suit 
with river water, nice. “This is Mindtrick, I’m going for the detonator, how goes the bomb?” 


Shinsou was within three meters of the enemy bike, just close enough. As the other bike turned, he 
caught Lady Wildcard with his capture weapon. And his bike was still going forward, directly for 
the ramp! 


They flew over the river docks, while Shinsou pulled Lady Wildcard towards him, and caught her 
the instant before they were to hit the water. 


“Golden Fleece here, target located and I’m nearly...” 


Crashing against the Seine hurt every bone in his body, but through the murky water he could see 
the detonator’s light turn off. He had succeeded! Now he needed to surface, and he had a body to 
haul upwards, so he released Lady Wildcard. 


Kicking hard, Shinsou reached the surface, thankful that the earpiece was waterproof. “This... 
Mindtrick here! I got the detonator, I got it! I have a villain here, angry and wet like a cat who was 
due a bath! Did we stop the bomb?” 


There was a second of silence on the line, and then, Golden Fleece’s Greek accent answered. 
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The Valkyrie and the Golden Fleece 


Freya had enjoyed the party a lot. There had been drinks, snacks, and she had been able to dance 
with Anna! It was true that she had “two left feet” and had stumbled once or twice with the high 
heels, but by Odin, they had had a lot of fun! 


And they had also swept the building, finding cover, concealment and advantageous places for the 
heroes around, discreetly passing the information around, coming up with a plan of action. Sure, 
they had many illustrious heroes there, but if they reacted slowly, in a disorganized manner, they 
would be in trouble! 


So, they had spent some time spreading the plan of attack Anna had come up with, placing the top 
heroes defensively around the dance hall, with a good view of windows and doors. Such planning 
wasn’t their mission, just overwatch, but they had too big reasons to show up to the party; Freya 
and Anna wanted to see each other in fancy dresses, and the fact that no one was coordinating the 
heroes yet was suspicious, 


The final heroes they had to tell of the plan had been a pair of Japanese heroes, which they had met 
previously on the mission against Pestilentia, only briefly. 


But seeing the two on the dance floor, him clumsy and self-conscious, she pretty much a dancing 
goddess, caught up in each other, Freya had decided that they shouldn’t interrupt. When he had 
kissed her with that tango move, Freya had even poked her girlfriend to point it out “Anna, look!” 


“T will watch video tutorials all day and night to do that the next time we go dancing, babe!” 
“We are going dancing again?” 


“Damn right we are, but not in these heels. Let’s just tell someone to tell them the plan when 
possible.” 


They chose the nearby Golden Fleece, an innocent looking Greek woman who was actually very 
powerful and skilled, able to produce wool from her skin at incredible speeds and control it to 
deadly effect. 


The top Greek heroes had somehow all ended up styling themselves as mythological heroes, except 
for Iskander the Reborn, who claimed to be Alexander the Great’s descendant. Hercules, the power 
couple of Hades and Persephone...it was a very interesting world to be a hero! 


“Hello again, Kristyna!” thankfully they were on good enough terms that Freya didn’t have to 
pronounce, and butcher, her last name, Pappatheodoru. “Could you tell those two of the plan if you 
get a chance?” 


“Sure thing, malista. Oh, that’s also Greek for “alright!” You two leaving so soon?” 
“T want to put my boots on again, Fleece. I wasn’t meant for heels!” 
“You do look miserable! Etimi, ? ve got my task, you two go and change!” 


Leaving it in the Sheep Hero’s capable hands, Freya and Anna took an elevator in a nearby 
building, all the way to the roof, where their equipment had been set up. 


Away from prying French eyes, but not each other’s, Freya and her girlfriend changed to more 


practical clothes, namely a suit of armour and some tactical clothes, which always fit Anna so well, 
though it saddened Freya how quickly her girlfriend had suited up! She so loved how those panties 
looked on Anna... 


“We’re good to go, babe. I'll take this big rifle and cover the building” 
“And I will Valkyrie Jump on anyone dumb enough to attack!” 


And they had been dumb enough to attack, with a nuclear bomb hidden somewhere in the building. 
The event planners had seriously hired a villain as an entertainer! 


Three vans, discrete enough that they had entered the perimeter unnoticed, pulled up to the Palais, 
and from within them started pouring out spec ops commandos in black armour with red eyes, 
likely some sort of night vision. Mountain Brigade. 


“Freya, I’ve got these fools, just tell me if someone leaves. I’ll keep their heads down so the heroes 
inside can do their part.” Finished speaking, Anna shouldered her anti-materiel rifle and started 
sending lead downrange, the calibre being big enough to pierce through the armour. 


A couple of soldiers fell before the rest regrouped and started gunning towards their position, but 
by then the heroes inside the Palais were fighting back. 


“Anna, I have one motorcycle, no...two motorcycles leaving, I'll get close!” 
“Take them out, Freya!” 


Freya donned her helmet, took her shield and a large two-handed Dane axe, and started sprinting 
across the rooftops, following the bikes with her augmented strength, speed and reflexes helping 
her parkour her way at a comparable speed to them. 


Her radio came to life, “Mindtrick to all heroes, I’m in pursuit of the detonator on the Rue de 
Vaugirard! The perp is a woman called Lady Wildcard, she’s on a bike, any heroes can assist? 
Police elements?” 


And then a response from Anna, “Holy Diver her, sniper team, there’s a pair of armoured trucks 
headed your way to intercept and escort the target bike, Mindtrick. Freya’s moving to engage, Ill 
take out the other.” Indeed she was, she could see said truck stopping, just in range for a Valkyrie 
Jump. 


The other kept going, but Freya didn’t pay attention to it. Anna knew what she was doing, and 
Freya trusted her entirely. 


The speakers on her knees and shoulders burst alive with the press of a button, filling Paris with the 
first notes of Immigrant Song, timed as perfectly as always! With all her strength she pushed 
herself from the rooftop to fall on the truck and aimed her heavy boots for it... 


“Aaaahaaaa...haaaaaaa!” she yelled with the song as she smashed against the metal, music in the 
air, her shield in hand, then flying hard against a commando’s neck. Then her axe was swirling 
around her, an arc of destruction and pain! The Dane axe and her armour were a lot more than 
these soldiers could take! 


About halfway through the soldiers, she saw the purple haired hero they had not interrupted earlier, 
pursuing the villain on a police bike. He was their best hope of catching up, for now. 


Smashing the last soldier, Freya started making her way back up, while the HUD on her helmet fed 


her information on police movement “Freya reporting! I am cutting through the rooftops to 
support! Police have organized roadblocks on the street you are in! Boulevard Garibaldi too!” 


She could make a direct line, more than vehicles could, unless they could fly... 


And then a gunship appeared, some sort of VTOL flying quite low, just a few meters above the 
rooftops, just where she could jump on it! “You have a gunship on your way, going low, I have it!” 


The moment the gunship passed through, Freya jumped, the best jump in her life, landing on top of 
the gunship. But the very next moment, she started slipping! She had to catch herself, hold on... 


Using her axe, she cleaved deep into the metal, holding herself together, and with a metal gauntlet, 
she started pounding on the roof, relentlessly, until a hole appeared in the plating, and some wires 
were exposed! 


Ripping off those wires slowed the gunship down just enough to allow Freya to stand, walk over to 
the cockpit, and smash the Hel out of the glass with her axe. “I have a Valkyrie’s might! No mere 
machine can withstand me!” 


The glass exploded in a million pieces with the last strike, revealing that it had been indeed a mere 
machine. Smiling with her battle-smile, Freya took her axe straight into the drone’s main computer, 
making it crash safely into the Champs Elysees. 


“Gunship down! What is status of party place?” 


Kristyna Pappatheodoru, also known as the Odyssey Hero: Golden Fleece, had had her share of 
fights and battles; Operation ILLIAD, the Aphrodite attack, the Sons of Poseidon... 


And in all of those, they had underestimated her. A short woman, bouncy curly hair, with big 
brown eyes and an innocent face, she wasn’t particularly threatening, but by Zeus, she was deadly. 


And now she had new enemies, the Quirkless killers known as the Mountain Brigade. It probably 
was a menacing name in their native tongue, but translated...she thought it was a bit lame. 


They were formidable, yes, augmenting their bodies with steroids and powered armours, and years 
of training, and with mindless devotion to their cause, but Fleece was a hero. And heroes won. 


Fleece was experienced enough in military matters to know the effects of a flashbang grenade; 
temporary blindness and deafness. They had surprised them, but the commandos had spent 
precious seconds breaching the doors, seconds in which Fleece had managed to blink away the 
flash and activate her Quirk, In Sheep’s Clothing. 


With it she could produce wool from most of her body, and the exposed parts hardened to a 
leathery armour. And the wool was as strong as steel wire, and she could direct individual threads 
through her brain. 


Good thing she had chosen a dress made by her support company, which wouldn’t interfere with 
the wool, the combat threads coming mostly from her arms and back, and with some threads to 
anchor her to the floor. 


The closest commando she immobilised with the wool before severing the thread, leaving him 


bound on the ground. The next was shooting, so the thread ensnared his rifle first, then his arms, 
and tightened, crushing the bones in his arms. 


A pull and she brought the man directly in the path of Lady Liberty, an American hero who could 
turn into the greenish bronze of aged statues, and who punched the commando with a lot of might, 
cracking his masked helmet open. 


Dodging through enemies, Fleece moved in to secure the civilians in the quickest way possible; 
making a woollen tent over them. It wasn’t bulletproof, no matter how resistant her wool was, but 
it would keep them down and out of the main fighting “Orthos! Stay down, we will handle them in 
a second!” 


Using so much wool had drained some of her energy, however, so Fleece played a supporting role, 
while heroes like Lady Liberty and the hulking Texas Sized charged the enemy, Fleece darted 
from cover to cover, using her wool threads to distract and hinder the enemy commandos. 


The battle ranged for what seemed like hours, and a bullet grazed Fleece’s skin, causing her to 
grow angry. How was she supposed to be a wolf in sheep’s clothing if they marred her cute 
exterior? 


When two commandos remained, she leapt on Lady Liberty’s shoulders and, as she landed behind 
one, she sent a thread of wool wrapping around the commando’s neck. With the strength of a tiny 
demigod, Fleece pulled, using all the momentum of the fall to take him down. 


A moment later, Lady Liberty fell on the commando, using a jump to strike from above, like a 
wrestler leaping from the ropes to land a deadly elbow strike. The power of the strike and the 
weight of Lady Liberty’s bronze form took its toll on the commando, caving in his armour and 
stopping his movement. 


And then, before the other commando could fire a single shot, Texas Sized slammed him against a 
wall “Count yourself lucky that I changed my name from Paul Bunyan, with my Forest Felling 
Strike I would have split you into atoms!” he said, laughing hard “In the name of America, my blue 
ox Babe, and my good sponsors Whataburger, those of you soldiers that still live are under arrest!” 


Well, that one was one situation taken care of. Fleece then approached Lady Liberty and said 
“Hey, Vicky, I’m going to search for that nuke. I think I can disable it.” 


“Kristy...you sure?” 


“Of course I am, Miss Washington. Ill get on it and uh...do you have a spare earpiece? I think I 
might have left mine at the hotel!” 


Her friend gave her a spare communicator, and Fleece moved fast to pull together a team to get the 
nuke fast. Thankfully, she had done a bit of networking, and she knew of a few that could help. 


While Lady Liberty and Texas Sized secured the civilians and chained the surviving Mountain 
Brigade commandos, Fleece approached two Japanese heroes. 


“Hey, you two. You said your Quirks were welding and separating your body, right?” 
“They are. I know welding isn’t flashy as say, Setsuna’s, but...” 
“But you took down three of those racist guys like a badass, Yosetsu” 


“Look, guys, I have a plan for the bomb, but you’re gonna need to follow my lead, okay?” 


The two stopped their “old married couple” bickering for a second, and nodded. 


“Good. Miss Tokage; spread yourself thin and find that nuke. Search everywhere. Mister Awase, 
when we find it, there will be a few cables I will disable with my wool, and you will have to weld 
them together as I tell you.” 


The girl then said “Just one question...how do you know how to disarm nuclear bombs?” 
“T have done it twice. Once in training. You ever hear of the Kronos Cult?” 
“No?” 


“Tf I had failed, you would have seen their name plastered on the news, next to a mushroom cloud 
over Athens. It was the most stressful minute of my life. Are you ready?” 


Grim determination in their faces, they nodded, and Tokage spread herself, her body parts flying 
around the Palais de Luxembourg in a frankly creepy way. 


She left her mouth there, which unnerved Fleece slightly, but when a minute later she said “It’s in a 
basement, connects to the Catacombs!”’, Fleece knew what to do. 


“Come on, Awase!” she said, urging the young hero as they ran to the maintenance stairs to the 
sublevels. 


On her earpiece, Fleece heard a very choppy transmission from Freya, the Shieldmaiden Hero, 
answered by “Lady Liberty on the line, hall is secured, Golden Fleece is leading a team to get that 
nuke! No dead, but we have twenty wounded, two gravely!” 


Sprinting through the basements, they came upon the small nuke. “If I’m right, this has enough 
power to flatten from here to the Eiffel Tower. Let’s do this! Tokage, assemble over here, we 
might need backup in case anyone tries attacking us from the Catacombs!” 


Body part by body part started meeting there, forming Setsuna Tokage bit by bit. Fleece knelt 
down and activated her Quirk, she would need to perform precise moves that exceeded the 
dexterity of her hands, and a thread of wool could perform better. 


A strand of wool picked up a flashlight from the floor, left by whoever had armed the bomb, and 
Fleece lit up the scene. 


“T think I hear some goons, I'll take care of them!” said Setsuna, rushing down the Catacombs. 


Fleece didn’t answer. She was busy removing the metal plate that covered the wires. Green, red, 
blue, black wires. The colours told her nothing; it was the way they connected to the circuit that 
would dictate how she would act. 


Disabling the connection to the detonator was the first priority, then disarming the bomb 
completely. 


A strand of wool for each cable extended from her back and wrapped around the cables; with a 
quick tightening, she would sever the cables cleanly, allowing Awase to weld them again easily. 
“The blue cable and the green control the radio transmitter, we can see that from the battery and 
transceiver there...” she explained aloud, to calm her nerves. 


Sweat drenched her brow, so she sent some wool to form a headband around her forehead. Her 
heartbeat was beating at unhealthy, unsafe speeds. She had an intense craving for some gyros. 


With a quick look to the side, she could see Tokage divide her body to attack a squad of six 
commandos, to deadly effect. They simply couldn’t hit her, and every one of her strikes was 
precise, accurate. From the belt of one of the commandos she had taken a pair of sais, and with 
pinpoint precision she was stabbing at weak spots in the armour. Fleece again thought about food, 
the sauce she’d put on those gyros... 


Then she was focused again. Tokage would hold her own. Those gyros would still be there if they 
won. 


“T cut these, and you connect black with green and vice versa. With that, we disrupt the detonator’s 
signal. Get your hands close now. Ready?” 


In stress, the young hero replied in Japanese “Hai!” 
“3...2...1...Weld!” Awase diligently did his task, and a little red light in the panel turned yellow. 


Her earpiece reported “...This is Mindtrick, I’m going for the detonator, I can disable it, how goes 
the bomb?” 


“Golden Fleece here, target located and I’m nearly done with...Malakas, a countdown started, I’m 
on it!” A small number board had started counting down from one minute. 


She could make it, and Awase could weld it, but there could be no mistakes. A single error, and 
they’d be gone. 


“T will cut in sequence, you weld as I go. Red-blue, blue-red, blue-black, black-green, red-green, 
blue-green!” 


As she cut each pair of cables, Awase rushed to weld them back together, and Fleece kept an eye 
on the timer. 30 seconds, 20, then 15, then 10...up to 5... 


And the timer stopped. 


With a gigantic sigh, Golden Fleece spoke into her earpiece “Golden Fleece here, bomb disarmed. 
I repeat, bomb disarmed. Someone get me some food down here, we just saved the day and I’m 
hungry!” 


Just then, Tokage almost crashed against them as she took down another two commandos, her legs 
tripping them as she pushed them downwards, her sais stuck on the shoulders of each man. 


Her arms separated from her hands and wrapped around the men's necks, while her legs moved in 
unison to kick them in the nuts, hard. In seconds, both men were lying unconscious and bleeding 
through cuts in their heavy armour, while Tokage's head and torso loomed above them, smug 
faced. 


Two men, and another eight down the corridor. Not bad at all for a lizard girl. 


"Actually, scratch the hungry part, while Tokage's fighting was superb, her dismembered limbs 
made me queasy." 


Deku and Ground Zero 
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Hitoshi Shinsou dragged a drenched Lady Mindtrick to the dock as he received the transmission, 
“Golden Fleece here, bomb disarmed. I repeat, bomb disarmed. Someone get me some food down 
here, we just saved the day and I’m hungry!” 


The Mafiosa on the ground miserably shivered, a bit of cold wind was around, making her soaked, 
ruined dress into the fastest way of catching a called Shinsou had ever seen. 


“Looks like we won, Lady Wildcard. You are under arrest.” The lady reached for her pistol, a 
finely engraved weapon with lacquered grips showing a Mexican Catrina, a skeleton in lady’s 
clothes and a big hat, and tried aiming at Shinsou, but he casually caught it with the capture 
weapon. 


Engravings give you no tactical advantage whatsoever, never heard of that? “Vll leave you tied up 
with a note for the police, I think. Any regrets?” 


“T wish I could have avenged my hacienda, but no, not really.” 


“Well, thanks for answering. Now put on these handcuffs and sit quietly while you wait for the 
cops.” 


Her eyes went blank and she picked up the flex cuffs obediently, then sat down in an almost 
childlike manner. “Mindtrick here, villain captured at the Seine, just a bit away from the Eiffel 
Tower. I’m going back, please send police to apprehend.” 


Without waiting for a response, Shinsou texted Mina, asking her to meet somewhere discrete and 
to bring Maria along. “There’s a garden behind a Church near here, I'll see you there!” said her 
text, and it was filled with kissing and heart emojis. 


If his heart wasn’t already going fast from a high-speed chase and swimming in cold, dirty water, 
the text would have had it beating faster. Every little detail of how Mina was, just made him like 
her even more, it was incredible. 


He called for a cab with an app on his phone, apologized for the wet clothes “Had a little fall on the 
Seine, sorry mate”, and moved through back streets and less crowded avenues, avoiding the road 
chaos the attack had caused. He tipped the driver extra and got off the cab at the church Mina had 
said. 


Saint Joseph des Carmes was the temple, a beautiful old church, which he mentally noted to visit 
again when not in a hurry, as from the outside he could see the marble pillars and all those sweet 
architectural details that satisfied his brain so much. Maybe I should have been an architect. 


The courtyard connected to a garden, as Mina had said in the text, so Shinsou walked around to 


find himself in a well-cared lawn surrounded by tall, stately trees. 


“SHITIINNNNSSSOOOOOUUUU!” yelled Mina, rushing to hug him from somewhere to his 
side, only giving him enough time to turn, but with her momentum he ended up spinning her twice 
in the air before he could finally bring her close. 


Their hug was only interrupted by a long kiss. After some time to think of how close they had been 
to getting atomized, Shinsou was savouring every instant, and Mina’s lips tasted like life. 


“Oi, mates? You two just gonna flex your relationship on me? Wankers...At least untie me!” 
Maria’s complaints made them stop making out, reluctantly. 
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“Fine! What was your plan? You already ran, so we don’t trust you!” said Mina. 


“You blithering idiot! There was a nuke, what did you expect me to do? That was fear past 
“wetting my trousers” level, it was “I’m bloody sure [ll have a heart attack any second” level. I’m 
not a hero!” 


“Clearly” said Shinsou, looking at her, trying to figure out if she was lying. 


“Bugger you, mate. I fancied you, you know that? They even distracted me, saying I was supposed 
to honeypot you today. But I had this plan, and it is better!” 


“Well, I’m in a very happy relationship now, thank you very much...Please tell the plan. Now.” 


“There’s an automated plane, a transport drone, hidden in a warehouse in the Sartrouville area. In 
case any commandos survived. I wasn’t supposed to know, but at least I found that. And it'll go 
right for Ndege Mweusi’s barracks. I have a program that can disable some vital systems there, get 
you two closer. If you arrest him and end the war now, we save the world as we know it. If we 
give them another month, they’ll have everything they need to fry out the Internet, the phone lines 
and everything connected to a computer.” 


“How do you know that...internet thing?” asked Mina. 


“T’m on that project as a hacker, and we’re almost there. If they make that big server, they can 
cripple the world and divide everyone in small, easy to destroy groups. It is not infallible, though, 
and we can stop it, stop it all. Can I count on you?” 


“Yeah. Let’s win this.” 


“T wouldn’t tell your superiors, though...Lady Wildcard and Ndege Mweusi knew too much about 
this event, and you lads may have a rat.” 


“Guess that makes sense. I'll call the only person I trust with this, then.” 


Shinsou pulled out his phone and called Izuku Midoriya. 


“Deku, behind you!” yelled Katsuki, as he moved in to cover his friend from a fast merc, who 
thought bum rushing a hero when his ally was a blast away was a good idea. 


It didn’t matter how fast this asshole was, a blast was faster, and in an instant the concussive force 
of his Quirk had ignited the air and caught the man, a meter away from Deku. 


“Kacchan, we got two more, I take the one on the left!” 

Katsuki smiled savagely, leaning forward to control his flight, aiming for the catwalk in the 
warehouse, at a merc who was planning on blasting them with some sort of ranged Quirk, maybe 
Deku knew, but Katsuki knew that the best way to fight someone, no matter their Quirk, was to set 
off a blast near their ears, upset their sense of balance, and then immobilize them with 
overwhelming force. 60% of the time, it worked every time! 


Sparks turned to explosions and Ground Zero was propelled through the air. If he positioned 
himself well, he could travel about as fast as Deku using One for All for a jump, if not faster. And 
that speed generated power. Power that collided with the merc’s face in the form of an armoured 
gauntlet! 


“Shineeeeee!” he yelled, setting off an explosion behind him to propel himself to clothesline the 
hired gun and knock him out. 


“Fuck! I wish he had put up more of a fight!” On the ground level Deku had defeated his opponent, 
only a second slower “Are we doing this by time or by knockouts, Deku? I didn’t even get to blast 
off his eardrums!” 


“Kacchan, one of this days a deaf villain is gonna sue you. And by knockouts, of course!” 
“Just like Operation Skywalker, eh? Fine, the next room should have plenty...” 


“My opponent had a bone augmentation Quirk, Kacchan, you know those take a few seconds 
more. Yeah, let’s do this!” 


Both heroes jumped, aided by their powers, through the warehouse roof, and aimed at the next 
area. Deku fell through a translucent dome, used for natural light. The path of least resistance. 


Ground Zero was not that subtle. In the two meters previous to impact, he used both hands for one 
of his special moves, the Howitzer Impact, turning the corrugated steel roof into shrapnel for his 
explosion, and clearing the way for his fall. 


It was a targeted blast with a small radius, so Deku was not caught by any shrapnel, but a few 
mercs were. In particular, one that looked to be at least four meters tall, and with three pairs of 
arms. The giant guy had a steel beam stabbed into his shoulder, and looked at Ground Zero in 
anger. He would tire the big merc down and take him to town! 


The best part about keeping the big merc running around was that he could take out other hired 
guns on the way, show those damn punks who was boss. Starting with the injured ones, Ground 
Zero moved quickly and efficiently from target to target, a snarl on his mouth as he took down 
enemy after enemy. 


But to his dismay, Deku was defeating more enemies. Soon there was only one enemy left for him; 
giant fuckface. 


“Six arms, huh? If I had that, I could wipe my ass and brush my teeth at the exact same time, but 
clearly you never have! You fucking stink!” 


The merc replied something in a foreign language Katsuki didn’t understand, maybe Portuguese or 
Bulgarian or Arabic, it didn’t matter. Most people fought like shit when angry. 


Ground Zero was not one of them, and he was rather pissed off. And he didn’t think the giant guy 
would fight well when angry. 


And he was wrong, as three punches connected with him quickly, sending him flying across the 
room. “Is that the best you can do?” Ground Zero said, spitting out some blood “Deku here 
punched harder than you when he could use 5% of One for AI!” 


Another punch, this time four arms slamming down while the other two held him in place. Ground 
Zero thought that may have broken some bones, but nowhere near enough to stop him. Setting off a 
blast, he escaped the grip and propelled himself for an uppercutting kick, catching the giant with 
his heavy boot. 


Twisting in the air, Ground Zero brought both hands to his opponent’s head and exploded, the 
concussive force sending the giant’s tiny brain all over his damn skull. He fell down, and Ground 
Zero stood victorious over him “Looks like I win this time, Deku!” he said, surveying the smashed- 
up warehouse hall. 


“T think that depends more on this last guy...” said Deku as he pointed to a corrugated metal wall 
that was torn in by a biped mech, which for some reason was moo-ing. 


“They make their legs uglier everytime, they weird me out!” he yelled, starting to move towards 
the mech, but fucking Deku was closer, and using fingersnap airbursts to unbalance the knees, 
Deku leapt for the cockpit and destroyed it in one strong downwards kick, bringing the whole 
mech down. 


Having rushed all the way for nothing, Katsuki examined the wreckage “Deku you little shit, this 
was an unmanned gear!” 


“Tt still counts, Kacchan!”’ 
“Tt still only counts as one! I thought it would have a pilot and you would win!” 
“So it’s a tie?” 


“Shit, it looks like it. Fuckin’ anti-climactic, bro. Did those little Crazy Eyes “Toddler” bots keep 
up with us?” 


“Mei calls them Babies, Kacchan. And at least mine stayed close. Yours?” 
“T may have blasted one by accident.” 


If enough of the drones had kept up, they would have a badass video to show that fuck Blackbird 
that Japan was far from a soft target. And also show off their cool new gear, though Deku’s was 
much lamer. A reactive helmet forming around to protect his head from sneak attacks? 


Nowhere near as cool as Katsuki’s new streamlined gauntlets and knee thrusters, which combusted 
his sweat for propulsion and he could use for a superpowered Muay Thai knee strike! 


He guessed Deku’s new comm system, with private channels separate from the Hero Net and 
which, surprisingly for Hatsume’s shitty tech, seemed to have no possibility of exploding, was also 
a bit neat. 


“Let’s call this...wait, I got a text, could you call it in?” 


“Why the fuck not, maybe they can send a limo for us this time instead of a cramped police 
helicopter!” 


“It was only cramped because you had your legs wide open, like those inconsiderate people on the 


train.” 


“T’m tall and I need the leg room, dammit! Anyway, I’m calling those fucks now.” Ground Zero 
pushed his radio’s button and started talking “Ground Zero here, third target is secured. 
Motherfuckers even had an unmanned mech, Mbele design for sure. We want a ride out of here 
and some food, something with hot sauce.” 


“That can be arranged, operative Bakugou. How about some Shimane style aka ten? Spicy 
enough?” 


“It'll be perfect. So, it’s all for tonight?” 


“You two have been hitting them hard for three days and we are seeing signs that no more criminal 
activity related to Ndege Mweusi is happening anymore, their efforts redirected against Taiwan 


” 


now. 
“So mission accomplished, huh?” 


“Not yet.” The radio operator’s voice was very tired, poor fucker “Looks like they are giving you 
new objectives. They’ll tell you in the car.” 


“They better send a big car!” he yelled, before cutting the call “Can’t text with those ugly ass 
gloves, Deku?” 


“Kacchan, my gloves are aesthetic as hell, like all of Mei’s inventions; your sense of style is just 
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“explosions”. 


“Explosions are badass. And you know damn well that they are! Speaking of crazy, you and 
stabby bitch, what’s the deal?” 


“T love her Kacchan, I really do, and IJ...I think I wanna marry her.” 


“Deku, you’re just as insane as her, I can see that now. You an emotional masochist or 
something?” 


“We're friends again, does that answer your question?” 


“Fuck you, that was harsh.” Katsuki pushed his friend playfully, and got a soft punch in the 
shoulder in return, all with a big smile. 


“To be honest, I had almost given up hope on you ever apologizing, Kacchan.” 


“What I did was wrong, and I was a complete cunt. You deserved more than an apology. I’m 
trying to be a good friend now, is it working?” 


“This is the friendship with you I always wanted, Kacchan.” 


“Fuck off Deku, don’t start like that! We’re both taken, remember!” Katsuki did not need to start 
daydreaming about those what ifs, they were both happy with their current partners! 


Deku laughed and pocketed his phone. He hadn't answered about that text, maybe it was some 
embarrassing sext from his psycho girlfriend. 


The two heroes waited around the warehouse full of unconscious foes, shooting the shit, catching 
up and even smashing some stuff for fun. “We really have to hang out more, Kacchan” 


“T’d love to, you shitty nerd.” 


“Tt’s a plan then...fuckface” seeing Deku curse always made Katsuki’s feelings very, very 
confused. But he knew he liked it. 


Fuck, any confidence from Deku was a joy to watch. “Ah look, there’s the car, and some of the 
Endeavor Agency sidekicks to get everyone in handcuffs.” 


“Tt is a limo, neat! Let’s fucking go, Deku!” They got in and were met by a US Army captain, who 
didn’t look particularly interesting apart from the fact that she had their damn food! 


He took both containers and handed one to Deku “Bro, if you can eat it all without water, I'll give 
you 500 yen!” 


“Where do you even keep cash on your suit? Mei made me some armoured pockets, but your 
pockets seem like they would get your phone smashed in a fight, and a wallet wouldn’t really fit 
that comfortably.” 


“T just stuff loose cash between my tits.” 
“Well with your cup size, that makes sense! But I will pass on that 500 bill, thanks” 


“Whatever, you coward, let’s eat.” Not caring at all if the Army captain was uncomfortable with 
them eating there and not paying attention to her, Katsuki and Deku finished their meals, without 
water, like absolute legends. 


Of course they then split an All Might brand sports drink between them, lemon flavoured. “Still the 
taste of my childhood!” 


“Gentlemen, if you’d excuse me now...The goalposts have moved, and the war is shifting. ’'m 
sure you know by now about Paris?” 


“A fucking mess, but our shitty friends stepped up big time!” 


“Indeed. Your new objectives have to do with that. Give me a minute to set up a connection, you’ ll 
speak with the General...I mean Secretary Cordelia Archer.” 


“SecDef, huh? Why the fuck is she micromanaging Japanese stuff?” 
“She is conducting the war as best as possible, operative Bakugou.” 


“Like fuck she is! The Quirkless are just people, and if we treated them decently, none of this 
would be happening. And even then, the radicals can’t be that many. How fucking small is your 
army? Didn’t you have nukes and shit?” 


“On one hand you tell us that they are people and on the other that we must destroy them? You 
answered your own question; this is as difficult for us as it is easy for them. Now, the uplink will 
be done any second...Madam Secretary, I have them here.” 


A smug bitch appeared on the laptop screen “Good work, Captain Thorne, Deku, Ground Zero. 
This was thirty minutes earlier than expected. I knew you would succeed, I was sure of it. 
Bakugou, if your fighting spirit is still up for it, the government of China is cooperating with us to 
seek and destroy whatever Mbele mercenary forces remain in Asia, along with Korea and Taiwan; 
a common enemy is the easiest path to diplomacy. Would you be so kind as to help in our efforts?” 


“Whatever, as long as I get the credit I earn with my fighting.” 


“Good. Midoriya, I just spoke to Miss Toga, and I believe that the two of you working as a team 
will help us now. And I want you around for a conference I’m having with generals and leaders.” 


“Where will that be?” 


“Afghanistan” 
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Colonel Sefu Darweshi walked to his office, located in a prefab building deep inside the camp, on 
the outskirts of Surat, India. Thousands of men, soldiers and local partisans alike surrounded him; 
the central army that advanced, regiment by regiment, towards New Delhi. 


It was a glorious conquest for the glory of not just Mbele, not just Africa, but for all the remaining 
real humans, not affected by those demonic “Quirks”! 


The prefab building, made of ballistic-resistant ceramics, was square and ugly, and remarkably low 
tech, nothing like his apartment in Bonde Siri city. Just electronics hidden behind metal wall 
panels, basic lights above, rubber coated floors. 


Then again, he was a soldier, so he had lived in much worse conditions; as a junior officer he had 
trained in standards almost as hard as those for foreign special forces, like Navy SEALS. Or at least 
that had been what the instructors had said, and he had never questioned it. 


After a couple of hours of inspecting truckloads of rations and ammunition, his eyes were a bit 
tired and Sefu wanted a bath, badly. Maybe changing his socks would do for now, that had always 
stuck with him from basic training, that and ibuprofen being a miracle cure. 


Sefu opened the heavy, bulletproof door to his office, which connected to a small room for power 
naps, and walked inside, locking the door behind him. 


Still a bit dusty from the time he had inspected the muddy tanks a week earlier, Sefu reminded 
himself to order a soldier to clean his office later. Anyway, the large office chair was all the 
comfort a disciplined soldier could need, except...he had left the chair facing the door when he had 
left. Something wasn’t right... 


And then he felt a slight pressure against his neck, from a low angle, indicating his attacker was 
shorter than his 1.90 meters of height. Could he maybe... 


“T wouldn’t try it, pal. A single move and this wire will cut to the spine. So. Don’t. Try. It.” It was 
a female voice, young, speaking to him in the Swahili most citizens of Mbele spoke as a second 
tongue, mostly used to deal with outsiders. 


Her pronunciation was flawless, but it had a slight Eastern European accent, it had been taught in 
Russia, most likely. 


Sefu felt a hand take his pistol from his holster and it was thrown away to the floor. The woman 
was holding him hostage carefully, even moving his head would injure his neck severely. 


The hold on his neck was loosened for an instant, and then a blinding pain surged in the back of his 
neck, having been stung by a syringe, and Sefu fell unconscious. 


He came to, tied to the “guest chair” with duct tape on his hands and feet, and covering his mouth. 
The woman who had attacked him was sitting in HIS chair, legs raised up on HIS table. 


She was wearing a skin-tight white suit that would have made it very easy to spot her, his soldiers 
should have found this woman before! She had pale skin, dirty-blonde hair, combed into two 
messy buns, and golden eyes that stared straight into his soul. 


“Hey, you, you’re finally awake. You were trying to cross into your office, right? Walked right 
into my ambush... I’ve been wanting to use that line for some time!” she said, laughing at the end. 


“Here’s the deal, Colonel “Sefoo Dar-whatever’, I’m a former villain, a real cutthroat bitch, in 
every sense of the word, and I still don’t have the results of whether I’m a psychopath. Thing is, I 
don’t think anyone would much care if I found out I was a real psycho by killing you. 


“T mean, I have a weird relation with death. Half of me still feels detached to it, but on the other 
hand, my Izu-Izu gave me a second chance. So I don’t really want to kill you. Hell, I don’t even 
want to be here, this place smells like shit and I miss Izuku so much it hurts physically, that is the 
first reason I wanna get the fuck out as fast as possible. Ah, my Izu-Izu...” her insane smile faded 
for an instant, showing genuine sadness. 


“He started as Quirkless as you, you little shit, but he became a goddamn hero and he SAVED ME. 
So, I miss him. Reason two; this camp smells like shit. Reason three; the blood of all of you tastes 
horrible, I’d rather drink anti-freeze.” 


The young woman pulled a fighting dagger from a sheath on her hip and stabbed it on the plastic 
table. “Reason four! I’m in a pretty bad mood, I feel somebody is scheming behind my back and I 
do not like it one bit.” 


She took out another blade, a medium-sized kukri, and gestured in his direction “I’m going to need 
your full cooperation, pal. And before you say “hurr durr I be loyal” or any bullshit like that, I 
know that your computers are biometric. You can help me willingly and live, or bleed out as I do it 
regardless. I can become YOU with my power. You can’t stop me.” 


She vaulted over the table and stood in front of him, levelling the kukri to his throat “Nod if you 
will cooperate” Sefu just needed a chance to free himself, in a fair fight that bitch would be easy to 
beat! He nodded, and she ripped off the duct tape on his mouth. 


“Before we begin, you can ask me three questions, so you see just how nice I am!” said the 
woman, with a terrifying smile. She had fangs as teeth, like some sort of beast, some demon! 


“Who are you?” 


“That’s an easy one, I’m Oni. Japanese ogres were called Oni, isn’t it fun? When people hear it, 
they probably expect a big, ugly guy with horns, not a cute girl! Next question.” 


“Will you really let me live? If I do what you say?” 


“Your life expectations will be longer than if you scream right now. You look like a smart lad, you 
can probably survive the ordeal. And thing is, I’m trying to be a good person. Real hard when a 
voice in my head still tells me to kill and maim and cut off your head, but I have more practice now 
in telling that voice to fuck off. Last one.” 


“Who sent you?” 


“Your army is attacking pretty much the entire world, pick any country, really.” 


“What do you want, then?” he asked, dreading the consequences of complying with an enemy’s 
demands. 


“While you were out, I looked around your paper documents, and I have a few ideas. Logistics are 
complex shit, very easy to mess up, and you are the guy doing it. We are going to organize a few 
mishaps.” 


She picked up Sefu’s laptop from the table and brought it to his eye, unlocking it with the 
biometric eye scanner. 


“If you refused to cooperate, I'd have made a very delicate cut around your spleen, so you would 
bleed out slowly but surely. And a delicate slash to the neck, nothing that would truly hurt you, just 
enough to use your blood for my Quirk. Actually, forget those “delicate” adjectives, I’m on those 
“lady days” and I’m feeling...cruel.” 


She tapped the keys on the laptop a few times, clicked a few more and showed Sefu a map with a 
few air routes intersecting with each other. “Your access code, now.” 


Sefu gave it; “1066”. Oni clicked four times on the number pad, and the times shown in the map 
changed. 


Then she showed him a spreadsheet with the resupply routes of Mbele Navy submarines, acquired 
in some of the ports they had conquered. 


“Oops, looks like half your Navy might starve a bit.” Another click showed vital food supplies with 
the wrong packaging! “Your army too.” 


And then a chart showing resources sent to the vanguard in the city of Jaipur. “Looks like you’re 
well and truly fucked, pal.” 


The scale of his treason dawned on Sefu then. Dozens of men would die from it, many more might 
die indirectly! 


“Now now, I can see you thinking of undoing this, but I just locked you out of the system and... 
well, if you want to live, I suggest the second you wake up you run for the hills. Maybe take these 
men with you” she said, showing him a list of five soldiers. 


“They were part of "your conspiracy", after all. It’s nothing personal, you know, even if you hate 
people with Quirks equally. I just want to go home, and you are in the way. Now hold still, 
fuckhead.” 


She approached, syringe in hand, and stuck it mercilessly in a vein in Sefu’s arm. 


He woke up again, with a horrible headache, on his own bed. He tried using his computer, but 
every password failed, and his biometrics just sent a “check with tech support, please” message. 
His phone was the same, he was locked out! 


The only thing left was a piece of paper on his desk, a handwritten list of the names of the men in 
“his” conspiracy; the word “infirmary” next to each, and a short note. 


“Run. You have a head start of a few days, make an excuse and run.” And run he would, he’d 
rather take his chances on surviving in the war zone than getting caught and court martialled. 


“Hey boss, I know it’s been just two days, but I’m done here” said Toga, after sneaking out of the 
Surat military base. On the other side of the call answered Texas Red, sounding very surprised “So 
soon? What did you accomplish, miss?” 


“Their submarines will be relying on rations for the next month, if they approach ports, they can 
be taken out easily. Half their supply lines are rerouted to dead ends in this theatre of war, the other 
half have no escorts and are on obvious ambush paths. Also, their big planes bound for India will 
start crashing to each other for the next week in three dozen different routes!” 


“You’re a nightmare, child. Anything else?” 


“The entire high command of the Surat base just pledged their love for Quirks in a letter to Ndege 
Mweusi.” 


“Clever, you’ve done a great job. I can have a plane for Fulton recovery in a couple of hours.” 
“Ts that all? Or will that SecDef lady want us to do something else?” 


The old cowboy gave her a short chuckle, and said “I hope not, I do not trust her. Something 
doesn’t add up.” 


“Well, alright boss, please tell me when to use the Fulton so I can get the fuck out of this country.” 


Two and a half hours later Toga was tied up to a balloon hovering high above India, waiting to get 
picked by the Americans. She saw the sun go down, a beautiful sunset that she wished she could 
share with Izuku. 


Hopefully the chaos she was about to bring upon Ndege Mweusi’s army would help save India, 
and they could visit someday. Maybe have some curry, or something. 


Then finally a plane approached, slowly, an angular aircraft designed for stealth. In it were some 
soldiers in black uniforms she didn’t recognize, perhaps private military contractors, and a man 
dressed like some sort of New Orleans magician. 


“You’re that...guy, one of the American heroes, wasn’t it?” she asked as they helped her board the 
craft. 


“Yeah, but right now I’m just the messenger” he said, his Southern accent very marked. 


With a flourish of his gloved hands he took out a laptop and opened it. It was already streaming 
video, showing a woman in a military uniform, who had a studied air of charisma around her. 
Looks like a well-acted role, not a personality. 


“Mr. Johns with the Agency just told me of your results, Toga, so ’m now in charge of your... 
situation. You just saved many lives, girl, and may have just won us the invasion of India.” 
Something about the General’s face didn’t sit right with Toga, something about her expression... 


“T made no deal with you. And I’m quite happy with the Agency, thank you.” 
“Tt is not a request, Toga. You work for me now.” 


Toga narrowed her eyes at the woman in the laptop “I'll make one thing very clear, “ma’am’,, this 
goes against all that fucking paperwork I signed for a whole week, and I don’t like it. But if your 


deal is better than the Agency’s, I’m your girl.” 
“T’m running a war, I don’t have time to debate with a brat. The deal stays, but you work for me.” 
“As, you wish, “General’.” 


“Good enough. Your little boyfriend and his friend have probably finished the mission I gave them 
by now, I'll have Midoriya join you for this.” 


“Where?” 


“Afghanistan” 


Chapter End Notes 
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A single hand guiding fate 


Chapter Notes 


Izuku and Toga are reunited, and now await their new mission... 


“Tzu-Izu...did you get hotter or is the desert heat messing with my brain?” Himiko’s smile, the way 
she bit her lip...1t was way too lewd for a public place! 


“Himiko, it is close to 40 degrees outside, if you’re feeling sick...” 


“T may have a terminal case of extreme thirst, Izu-Izu...we haven’t seen each other in a full week, 
after all!” She winked at him, and he winked back. Just you wait till this is over and we’re finding 
some empty tent, Himiko... 


“They managed to get a nuke inside Paris. Ladies and gentlemen, you have not taken the threat 
seriously and we have been on the brink on the biggest tragedy of the century. You underestimated 
Ndege Mweusi, thinking “Oh, he’s only steamrolling Africa, if he tries attacking any of our 
countries the amount of citizens with Quirks will smash his tech in instants.” He proved that 
wrong.” 


“General Archer, you surely aren’t suggesting using nuclear warfare, are you? If they acquired a 
nuke already...this could end the world.” The Chinese Defense Minister was a stern man, with the 
features of a stag. Izuku had met him briefly during the hunt for All for One, his impression had 
been mostly “that’s a strong handshake”. 


“No, I am suggesting a single command structure. Emergency powers. Like the United Nations 
should have been, before it was disbanded for being useless in a world where the US had stopped 
being the primary peacekeeper.” 


“General, does this mean pledging our nations as subservient to you?” 


“Of course not. It is just infrastructure for better cooperation for the future. Sure, I will spearhead 
the project, to end this campaign quickly and decisively, but the second it ends, I will relinquish the 
emergency powers.” 


The Russian leader, a man that didn’t seem to like at all the way the conversation was headed 
surveyed the room and the grudging acceptance “Looks like it will have to be this way. What’s the 
plan?” 


“My Japanese friends here, Deku and Oni, have stopped possible footholds in Japan and disrupted 
supplies in their Indian campaign. Here in Afghanistan we are marshalling an army to take the fight 
to India, and would like Russia to join us. In Brazil, our Latin American friends have already 
started mobilizing, they accepted my idea first. With Asia and Europe with us, it will only be a 
matter of time before Ndege Mweusi falls and we unite the world as never before!” 


The leaders present in the command tent of Camp Invictus clapped energetically, they were sold on 
the proposal. Izuku felt similar elation from hearing the General’s words, but a nagging feeling in 
the back of his mind told him not everything was that simple. Shinsou’s text, saying that they were 


en route to take down Blackbird, alone, had him very concerned. 


If that had been the only way to have contact, there had to be something wrong with the Hero Net. 
And if the Hero Net was compromised...He looked at Himiko, who caught on the uneasiness he 
felt and nodded. “You feel something fucked up too?” 


“It might be that MRE I had for lunch.” Izuku said, catching on the vigilant eyes of Jean 
LeTenebre, the second highest ranked hero in the US. 


Hours earlier, Izuku had been thrilled as a hero fanboy to meet him, but beyond the charming smile 
were deadly eyes. The Bayou Gentleman, the Silent Aligator, and his best-known name, Shade, the 
hero had been a pro for fifteen years, and he had hundreds of solved cases to his name, maybe 
thousands, and a similar number of captured villains. 


Not very public with his Quirk, Blackfyre, Izuku theorized that Shade had some sort of shadow 
manipulation power. That, combined with his experience, drive and effectiveness made him a 
prime candidate to be the Secretary of Defense’s bodyguard. 


Izuku felt a small nibble and a kiss on his ear, Himiko’s latest way of melting his mind and 
effectively turning his “on” switch. And then a bite on his neck, drawing a bit of blood. Oh boy, 
why does it hurt so good? 


“T’m on my guard, Izu-Izu” Himiko said, a sultry whisper on Izuku’s ear. Clever, Himiko. We don’t 
even have to act much to look like a lovesick, distracted couple. And that is all they see. 


“Deku, Oni, we’ll be done with this paperwork in a bit, why don’t you two go to supply tent alpha? 
The General will debrief you in...maybe twenty minutes. We got her security covered. You know 
where it is?” 


“T think we do. Thanks Captain!” said Izuku, giving the woman a pleasant, compliant smile. 
Captain Thorne seemed strict as a soldier should be, her glasses and tidy purple hair under her beret 
giving her the look of a professional “office” soldier. 


So far he hadn't caught any glimpse of her Quirk, which fit with her disciplined persona. A psych 
theory would suggest something difficult to control, but likely not in the power level of a hero’s 
Quirk. 


“Right. See you in a bit you two.” 


Himiko almost jumped with joy. It was their first moment alone since arriving, and lusty looks 
could only take them so far. 


Hand in hand, they walked around the camp, looking for supply tent alpha. 


Carved in a hillside in mountainous country, Camp Invictus was lodged between a plateau and a 
network of caves, first used by rebels in the days of Alexander the Great and continuously fortified 
by Afghan fighters in the centuries ever since, until it had been taken from the extremist groups 
years ago. 


Now it housed a company of Private Military Contractors, quite distinct from regular Army 
personnel by their dark fatigues and sand coloured helmets and body armour. The patches on their 
shoulders and vests suggested they worked for a PMC called Furthest Purgatory, which sounded as 
edgy as if Kacchan had picked the name, in Izuku’s opinion. 


With eight hours in-country, Himiko and Izuku had not yet gotten to know the terrain that well, but 


it seemed like the caves extended quite a ways, into another hill and even descending to the fast 
flowing river that they could see from the hill plateau, hundreds of feet below. 


The plateau area had the dozen or so helicopters the dignitaries had arrived in, a couple of gunships 
and several unmanned air drones, armed to the teeth. Only accessible by goat path, Camp Invictus 
was not home to any trucks, tanks or walker mechs. 


Finally, they found the tent, which appeared to be more of a standard designation, since it was 
more of a prefab warehouse, small and full of pallets, with a bit of tarp covering some outside 
crates from the sun. 

“Holy fuck, Izu-Izu, it looks like we can even lock the door and all!” 
them, leaving them alone among the military supplies. 


she said, locking up behind 


“Himiko, I’ve missed you so damn much!” Izuku said, placing his hands on her hips and pulling 
her close for a big kiss. Her lips were as sweet, as juicy as ever, and her tongue... 


“Twenty minutes, they said?” Himiko took one of her hands from Izuku’s neck and started undoing 
her hair. 


“We usually take a bit longer, don’t we?” said Izuku, tossing aside his gloves and running his bare 
hands through Himiko’s silky hair. She shivered in pleasure, and with a bit of wiggling, threw her 
sneaking boots away. 


“We've never made love in our costumes, Izu...Izu...” her words were interrupted by Izuku 
turning her around and kissing her nape. “That...that tickles a bit. You gotta do it more!” 


“T never really though my costume would be attractive, Himiko.” 


“Well, it really is...Can you turn off the little cameras though? The “reporter babies” or that 
thing?” 


“Oh, I only turn them on when we go out and fight!” 


Himiko seemed a bit disappointed “Oh, so weren’t filming our sex tape all sneaky? That’s very 
you...But at least we’ll have no voyeurs!” 


“T think we were in the middle of something, weren’t we?” said Izuku, unbuckling Himiko’s knife 
belt and throwing it away. 


“Thanks for the big front zippers, Hatsume” said Himiko as she undid Izuku’s, and he did the same 
with hers. Her sports bra underneath was next to go, as was his undershirt. 


“Wait, Himiko...I don’t have protection.” Izuku checked every pocket, but he couldn’t find a 
condom. 


“T’m on the pill and, even if I wasn’t, I don’t really care right now. Make love to me, Izu-Izu.” 


It counts as a date if Toga doesn't kill 


Chapter Notes 


For an unusual fight, an unusual song, I recommend any binaural beats videos! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The sound of footsteps approaching made Toga and Izuku hurry up even more with their gear, 
zipping up everything as much as they could before someone barged in. Toga definitely wanted to 
do this again, having sex pretty much in public was so exhilarating! 


Even with how mindblowing it had been, both had known that their intimate moment wouldn’t last 
forever. Well, if the day goes smoothly, we’re together in base housing...the night is all ours! 


But now three people approached them; the lead bitch, the General, her second in command, 
Captain Thorne, and that hero who looked too elegantly dressed for this damn desert. After their 
moment, Toga and Izuku had shared a quick word about these people, discussed their Quirks and 
how to fight them, if need be. 


And considering how they had both been completely isolated from the Agency they had been 
working with, and the Japanese government had no qualms in using Izu-Izu as a playing card, they 
were on their own here. 


“Hero Deku...it seems your boots may be on the wrong feet’ said the General, wearing an easy 
smile. 


Izu-Izu’s face got deliciously flustered, and he quickly changed them around. Oh you, I could just 
bite you right now, Izu-Izu, you are so damn precious. 


“Shade, why don’t you and Thorne give them the mission? My throat’s a bit dry from talking to 
those so-called leaders. Their last helicopter should be leaving any moment now.” The sound of 
rotors getting fainter and fainter confirmed her words. 


The Bayou man smiled and started “We think you two are familiar with another pair of Japanese 
heroes? Hitoshi Shinsou and Mina Ashido?” 


“They are our friends, of course we know them!” said Izuku, with his usual earnest smile. 


The Captain then continued “They have gone rogue, we believe they have turned traitor. That 
Shinsou guy was always said to have a villain’s Quirk, right?” 


“You can’t seriously believe that he would turn against us. With the chip on his shoulder he had? 
No way.” Izuku was surely getting passionate about defending his friend, and Toga loved it. 


And thing is, she thought the two were actually good human beings, and maybe even her friends. 
“Yeah, those two are good people, where’s the evidence?” 


Thorne took out some printed pictures of Mina, Shinsou and a third person, a tall girl, getting on 
board a high-tech plane like the dozens Toga had seen in their base in India. An unmanned cargo 
plane. 


Shade said, “If that doesn’t look like defection, nothing does.” Izu-Izu had told her that Mina and 
Shinsou were taking down Ndege Mweusi their own way, and this certainly seemed more like a 
desperate plan than a betrayal. 


The General, who had been drinking from a canteen from her load-bearing vest, cleared her throat 
and said “So you two are going to hunt them down, bring them back dead or alive. We will win this 
war, but I will not tolerate traitors to the cause. You have your orders, soldiers. You leave at dawn 
tomorrow.” 


She started to turn to go, thinking her message had been clear and her orders accepted. “Negative, 
General, I don’t like it.” Izuku said, a calm fury in his voice. 


In a second, the General’s charismatic fagade was broken and Toga could see who they were really 
dealing with. “An order is not a suggestion, Izuku Midoriya. I hold your girlfriend’s little pathetic 
life on my hands. You will hunt down those two.” 


“T made no deal with you, bitch. Now chill the fuck out.” Toga had a knife in hand instantly and 
Izuku had taken up a fighting stance. 


“This insubordination...I like your spirit, you two. I will enjoy seeing it broken. Now, as the saying 
goes, if you are not with me, you are against me. Thorne, deal with these loose ends.” 


You’re not getting out of this, not if you just sic your henchmen at us! The knife wasn’t especially 
balanced for throwing, but Toga was good at what she did, and it twirled in the air with grace, 
directly at the General’s head... 


And was caught by Shade, grabbing it by the handle. “You’re gonna have to do better than that, 
Oni” he said with his thick New Orleans accent, and he threw the knife back, aiming at Izuku. A 
blast of One for All deflected the blade safely, but by then the General and Shade were running 
away. 


“Himiko! I turned on my suit cameras in time to record her! We have to arrest her!” 


“She’s been playing us!” she yelled back, taking cover as the Captain started shooting with a 
pistol. Luckily, the supply warehouse had dozens of crates to hide behind. She could just sneak 
around, stab her once or twice and then they could hurry up and catch that bitch General. 


Toga manoeuvred carefully, flanking Thorne just easily enough. With her regular Army 
camouflage fatigues she stood out from the rest of the base, and indoors, it didn’t exactly hide her 
that well. 


Her glasses had been replaced by combat eye protection, the thickness showing it still had some 
sight correction. A weak point. Well, the eyes are weak points for anyone. Sneaking into position, 
Toga leapt at her foe. I’ve got you now, Cap! 


But her knife strike missed its mark, as a sudden wave of dizziness hit her, along with a headache 
and a din inside her ears, like tinnitus, in the edge of her hearing. She regained some of her balance 
and used one of her Kali sticks to strike the captain, catching her in the chin. 


“Not enough to stop me!” she yelled, and found out she could barely hear her own voice through 
the growing migraine and deafening sound in her ears. 


Izuku attacked then, faster than a bullet, breaking Thorne’s concentration for a second, and Toga 
could hear again! Izuku punched Thorne right in her combat vest, sending her flying away. Another 
hit and she’d be out... 


But the captain shot at Izuku from the ground, and while his suit held, he had to cover his face and 
stop for a second, just enough for Thorne to escape into the crates. 


Their enemy lost, they paused a moment to breathe “What was that? I was going deaf there, Izu- 
Izu!” 


“Her Quirk affects our hearing! We have to get out of range!” Were...were his ears bleeding? 
She’s gonna pay. NOBODY HURTS My IZU-IZU! 


Then the sound was back again, stronger than before, and a smooth voice filled her brain “I believe 
I never did tell you about my Quirk, did I? I call it Binaural, it lets me vibrate the little parts of the 
ear that interpret sound for the brain with binaural sound pulses. ’'m speaking inside your head... 
almost like telepathy. But no telepath can use a barely audible noise to render you this helpless!” 


The headache turned to an instant migraine, and Toga couldn’t hear anything outside her head 
anymore. [s this what being deaf is like? It’s terrifying, I don’t want to stay like this! She screamed, 
but she couldn’t even hear herself. 


“Little criminal, no one can hear you. And little hero, your screams are useless. You two will never 
hear each other again, isn’t that fun? I hope your last words to one another were of love, and that 
you keep them in your memory...they are the last thing you will hear outside my voice.” 


Toga couldn’t stand up anymore, she fell down. The pain in her head, the desperation... 


Fuck you, Thorne. I defeated myself inside my own head. Think some little noise is going to be 
enough? She got up to one knee and crawled over to Izuku, who was in the same bad state as she 
was, barely holding on. But when their eyes met, his face hardened in resolve. 


Toga touched his face and smiled. They would gamble now and hope to win before Thorne 
decided to stop messing with them and gave them an aneurysm. Izuku smiled back and nodded, and 
put an arm around Toga’s waist. 


The sheer power of One for All surged around his body, tickling Toga, and then he jumped, just a 
couple meters up in the air, and twisted around, throwing Toga up in the air as he punched the 
ground with overwhelming force. 


The Smash turned the warehouse upside down and sent crates everywhere, but Izuku was too 
wobbly to make a second move accurately and instead of punching a five finger blast of air in the 
direction they had seen Thorne be around, he smashed a wall, opening a big hole in it. 


The enemy was still holding focus, so Toga fell less than graciously, but without hurting herself. 
Moving by sheer force of will, Toga started limping to Thorne’s position, while Izuku tried to get 
back on his feet. 


Another Smash, closer to it’s mark, and Toga kept walking, step by step. [fit means that I don’t 
have to see Izuku in this pain again, I'll lose my fucking ears. I just need to shank you now! 


Step by step, until she came up on Thorne from behind. “Got you now!” she yelled, probably, 
though she couldn’t hear anything anymore, and she stabbed Thorne, in the leg, because her sense 
of aim was shot to shit. 


In an instant, sound came flooding back and she heard a pained yelp. Toga had only smiled a few 
times as wide as when she twisted the knife in Thorne’s thigh! 


But the side effects of the binaural pulse were still going quite strong and she felt like she could 
puke any moment that shitty “pizza” MRE she had eaten when arriving in Afghanistan. 


Fuck, I’m so damn dizzy. She was feeling lightheaded too, almost like she had low blood sugar. 
“You got me, Toga. You’re pretty good. But now sadly your centre of balance is telling you that 
your brain needs less oxygen...I’m shutting you down for good.” 


Ah, so she is going to kill my brain in the end, glad I figured that out. Guess that if I’m going to die, 
that last time with Izu-Izu...worth it. 


Actually, fuck no. 


We’re gonna do that time and time again, and then we’re gonna have at least seven children and 
we’re gonna have a house by the beach and I’m gonna be a grandma some day too and... 


Fuck you, I ain’t backing down! “Like hell you are!” 


Thorne was no knife fighter, and had counted on Toga fainting right away instead of finishing her 
off. A bad move. You’re mine now. With a slash to the arm, Toga disarmed her and punched her 
hard with her baton, breaking Thorne’s nose. 


But Thorne’s aural assault was relentless, and she forced Toga to back away. Limping towards he 
gun, Thorne aimed at Toga, and inside her brain, Toga heard “For uniting the world, your death is 
a very cheap price, Toga. It isn’t personal.” 


But there was no shot fired, as Izuku had rushed Thorne and crushed the gun in his hand, before 
punching her in the face with what looked like a small percentage of One for All. Well, who knows, 
it didn’t turn her head into gore, at least! 


“That...I...nobody hurts Himiko!” he said, and Toga was never gladder to hear a voice in her life. 
“Sorry it took me that long...I felt so sick, I was just trying not to vomit!” 


“Aww, Izu-Izu! It would have been fine, you know? We’re on a rampage, no time for kisses 
anyway!” She kicked Thorne to check she was unconscious, and cuffed her to a large, heavy metal 
crate. 


And then she picked up some ear protection and a reflective belt, which for some reason the US 
military still insisted on using, almost religiously, and blindfolded her with it. Blind and deaf and 
bleeding, “We didn’t kill her, Izu-Izu! How’s that for my redemption?” 


“Himiko, I see the good in you every day. And we kinda were in a life or death situation, so I 
wouldn’t have held it against you if you had. Luckily I got the last hit, and she’ll have to worry 
about facial reconstruction in prison instead.” 


“Well, let’s go get that General. If she escapes, we’ll both be criminals, and it really doesn’t fit 
you, Izu-Izu!” 


He laughed and said “Me? A villain? With a ridiculous smile and a shirt and a vest, right? No 
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way 


“Exactly! Now let’s go, they’d need to sprint to get to the helicopters...how long did we fight? It 
felt like hours and hours!” 


“Only...five minutes! This is bad, we might be too late! Himiko, climb on my back!” 


They were in a hurry, so Toga didn’t take the opportunity to tease Izu-Izu that he would be feeling 
her boobs on his back. Instead, she held on tight as Izuku ran, extremely fast, every step pretty 
much a jump of several meters. One for All never ceased to surprise her. 


Within seconds they arrived to see a helicopter descending to take in the General, still several 
meters in the air. “Izu-Izu! I'll get us a rocket launcher!” she yelled, frantically looking around for 
the needed weapon. J saw some earlier, what the hell? 


Izuku aimed his hand at the tail rotor and sent a burst of air, the turbulence unbalancing the 
helicopter! Then another burst, and another, and the helicopter had to retreat. 


Toga stopped looking for a rocket launcher and shrugged. “Or you can just do that, Izu-Izu.” 


The General and Shade continued running, heading for the cave complex. Izuku and Toga moved 
to pursue, but from surrounding them all over appeared dozens of Furthest Purgatory mercs, their 
faces hidden behind dark balaclavas, rifles and machineguns in their hands, a few with exposed 
Quirks charging to attack. 


“T count thirty-seven, Himiko...we can take them!” 
“There’s gotta be more in the caves...Does this count as a date if I fight non-lethal?” 
“Himiko, if we get out of this, dates are the only thing we’ll be leaving the bed for!” 


A most excellent proposition. The only thing in their way was a company or two of mercs, their 
helicopters and drones, the second highest ranked hero in America, and whatever fight the General 
would put up. And the fact that they had to stop this woman before she ruined Izuku and turned 
him into an outlaw still weighed heavily on Toga’s shoulders. 


By rights he shouldn’t even be here, but they had so much leverage on him with her. Well, if we 
unmask the General as a villain, maybe I'll get some years off my sentence! 


This was not the best way to spend a Thursday, but Toga and Izuku were fighting together, and that 
was all that mattered. 


Chapter End Notes 


Hope you liked that twist, I tried my best foreshadowing it! 


Mountain Retreat Confrontation 


Chapter Notes 


For the mood in this chapter, I recommend "You're my Brother" from the Red Dead 
Redemption 2 soundtrack, I needed to have our old cowboy show off a bit! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
Anna Dobinek was home! Well, technically in Texas Red’s Colorado safehouse, but this was 
America! America and Freya by her side, this was glorious! 


“Holy Diver, good to see you back, those fuckers in the Department of Defense have been cutting 
me off. And they have been sending my people away, it is a miracle that you two survived Paris.” 


“There were good heroes around, we did good.” Freya answered, her easy-going smile a new pillar 
of Anna’s life. She had no idea what would have happened to her without this cute, strong, pretty, 
badass girlfriend. 


But by now, she wouldn’t trade the relationship for anything in the world. 


“T’m glad y’all fought it all off. Thing is, me and Ol’ Marston here...” he pointed at his old dog, a 
half deaf sweetheart that spent half his days sleeping on the porch “...we can’t hold the fort against 
a whole company of conveniently landing Mountain Brigade commandos. Well, maybe thirty, 
would be my count, if my old eyes don’t deceive me.” 


Anna looked up to the sky, the tiny figures growing closer and closer to them as they landed. “Who 
the hell named them “Mountain” when they are clearly fucking Airborne? I should kill Ndege 
Mweusi for nomenclature’s sake. What’s the plan, Red? It’s us three, that jetlagged Brit and her 
butler, and some catgirl.” 


“Well, one of us is gonna have to wake up lil’ princess, and I’m not “some catgirl”! I am Neko!” 


“You are slightly less irritating than Toga, so I might just fucking adopt you. Freya, want an adult 
daughter?” 


“Not particularly, Anna!” 

“Thought so. You confident in your Quirk or want some iron?” 
“T’m agile as hell and pretty strong too!” 

“More guns for me. Red, would you take us to your safe?” 


The old Texan walked them to a room full to the brim with all manner of weapons, some dating as 
far back as the 1800’s. 


“Been saving up these original Single Action Army revolvers for my final fight...guess it is now or 
never. If I don’t make it, these go to my family.” 


Neko took one in her hands, examined it “They truly are the greatest handgun ever made...” 


“You a cat or an ocelot, girl?” asked Anna, a sarcastic smirk on her face. 


The girl handed over the pistol to Texas Red, and said “Cat. Always. The Ocelot was my great 
great great uncle. Anyway, I’ll go wake up the Royal Hero.” 


“Have her up soon, their landing site looked like three miles away, and they move fast.” 


As Anna and Red armed themselves, Freya secured her helmet, and soon Neko arrived with 
Empress and her butler, Butterworth. 


“Put some armour and a helmet on, Neko. Getting shot in the head is more fun when it bounces 
back!” Anna wanted to make sure they all had the best shot at surviving the coming firefight. 


“Butterworth, I command you to pick up that rifle! It is about twice as large as myself, and you are 
the better shot. Imagine this is fox hunting, but against murderous knaves!” 


“Got it, milady. This should break through their plate, no problem.” 


“Verily, Butterworth. With Mind Palace I have explored the possibilities of every weapon in this 
room, and it seems we are optimally provided. Although, if I may be so bold, I could use a spare 
power source or two for my blade. Ah, you have my sincere thanks. Now, Sir Texas, where in the 
property can we fight them off better?” 


“Let’s go wait in the boathouse. Dobinek, remember to bring extra ammo for that .75 cal.” 


Lugging around a big damn rifle and a rocket launcher wasn’t particularly fun, but Anna was a 
strong gal, she could very well take those for twenty kilometres, plus a heavy backpack. 


The distance to the boathouse was quite short; it connected with a stream that eventually gave way 
to a fast river, and then waterfalls and rapids and sharp rocks. Not a nice river to swim on. 


Hiding behind some slightly mouldy kayaks, the team waited for the Mountain Brigade to breach 
the house, a two-story ranch house except for one side, which had large glass windows. Texas 
Red’s study, and the only part of his retreat that didn’t look rustic and traditional. 


After telling his dog Marston to sit and putting ear protection on his large, floppy ears, Texas Red 
started his deployment ideas. “Empress, you and Neko will be our scouts. Keep a hand on the 
binos and your radios ready. Move fast, move quick, don’t get spotted. If you find their own 
pickets, take them down.” 


“Sure thing, nyah!” 


“You have the word of Lady Elizabeth Charlotte of the House of Windsor, Princess of Wales and 
hero in the service of my grandmother, Queen Victoria, the Second of her name. This will be 
done.” 


The two girls sped off, Empress heading for the greenhouse to the left, Neko to the right, for a tool 
shed and an empty. 


“They’ll do a lap around, and then we move. Miss Freya, would you care to join me in breaching 
the house? Miss Dobinek, Mister Butterworth, some sniper fire would be most welcome.” 


“Of course, sir. Count on us.” For a butler, he sure was a steely eyed motherfucker. 


“Neko here, nyah! Looks like fifteen inside the house, five patrolling the fields my side, two in the 


garage. I'll wait for the patrol to split off, knock ‘em out. Keep ya posted, bye bye!” 
“Empress reporting. Confirm fifteen enemies inside, ten in pathways, ready to fall. Five are 
stragglers, I shall deal with them, finish them rightly.” 


“And we have three guys right here, moving right into our sights. Light ‘em up?” 


Texas Red adjusted his gear one last time; his old hat, a dark duster coat, a bandoleer full of 
revolvers of all sizes, a hand canon on his hip, the Big Iron itself. 


Cracking his old knees one last time, Red said “Do it. First these three, then the windows. 
Unravelling huge conspiracies should give me enough cash to repair all the bullet holes! Freya, 
let’s go get these bastards.” 


Holden Johns was an old killer. A killer on the side of the law, but no less a killer. Some he 
regretted, most he didn’t. The three Mountain Brigade commandos in front of him, pierced by 
bullets meant to disable walker mechs, were not among those whose deaths he regretted. 


Texas Red, as he was known, ran uphill to his safehouse, a large cabin with a modern window, 
quite large, around his office. A house where he had taken his family time and again, to enjoy the 
Rocky Mountains, the pure air, a bit of hunting. A house he knew like the palm of his hand. 


A few bullets zipped in the direction of the greenhouse, Empress was fighting. Red had not had 
any good tomatoes from that greenhouse in half a decade. As he ran, the gunfire stopped. The girl, 
short and skinny, had somehow defeated whatever enemy presence had been there. 


As Red ran, Freya sprinted past, taking point by the lower backdoor. Above, a balcony overlooked 
them, and in the study window, a couple commandos had taken note of them. 


Red felt the exhilaration only staring down the barrel of a machine gun could give, and saw the 
glass shatter and blood explode; the commandos were dead. Six more shots were fired, then eight. 


“Red, they are gonna pin us down, we are relocating by the treeline. Breach when we give the 
signal.” 


He was very proud of Holy Diver. She had grown even more in the last year, as an agent and a 
person. She was almost like a daughter to Red, a sarcastic, angry daughter who only smiled for the 
smell of gunpowder or the smile of her girlfriend. Damn right he was proud. 


“T will bash the door on command, leader!” said Freya when he met her at the door. Wooden, 
double doors, sturdy and well made. It was quite sad to destroy a piece of American craftsmanship 
older than himself, but it had to be done. 


“We’re in position, ready for the breach.” 


“Do it” Freya took a step back and bashed the door, shouldering with her shield first. The door 
shattered to splinters, the girl was a regular battering ram. If they had only been able to get that kid 
Midoriya, the two could take down the safehouse in seconds! 


Inside were two commandos, distracted. Red’s Quirk, Dead Eye, activated, slowing his perception 
of time and tinting the world in a burnt sepia. Years of practice and experience told him how to 


find the vitals, and his hands aimed without even having to look down the sights. 


Red fanned the revolver’s hammer, shooting all six bullets into the two men. With a gat this 
powerful, his wrist was a tiny bit sore, but the Mountain Brigade...those two were done. 


“Stealth’s done inside the house, Freya. Let’s breach and clear” 


In an instant he had reloaded and grabbed a second revolver, the Single Action Army. A shot from 
the Big Iron would smash their plate, the SAA would do the rest. 


The Nordic girl smiled under her helmet, and from her armour music started playing, old rock 
songs about Vikings, Valhalla and battle. Fitting. Hyped up, Freya took the lead, smashing through 
all the rooms downstairs with Red eliminating any stragglers. 


They walked up the stairs slowly, only to be met with gunfire. 


So Freya did the sensible thing, and she leapt up through half a staircase of heavy wood, throwing 
her shield at one commando and strangling another with the stick of her axe. 


Red had to jump higher than he had in six years to make it to the ground floor. And just in time to 
shoot a commando in the face, as he slowly, so slowly, tried rushing Freya with a bayonet. 


“The rest have got to be upstairs...would you mind bringing down my house?” Red would rather 
lose half a house than have to go up more damn stairs, his knees were acting up. 


Freya nodded and rushed all the supports of the bedrooms upstairs, one by one. The structure 
didn’t hold, and an entire floor fell down in front of them. In a second, Red shot the weapons of all 
the soldiers among the debris, and Freya moved along bashing their faces in. Looked like they 
might be non-lethal with some of them in the end. 


“Empress...here. Have sustained wounds to left hand and lower back, but all targets accounted for. 
Some had to meet my blade. Butterworth...I will require...root beer.” 


“Of course, lady Elizabeth.” 


“Neko here! I’m fighting two more, they are disarmed and too slow, but damn strong! Could use a 
hand!” 


“Let’s go give her a hand, Miss Freya. Wait...aren’t we missing one trooper here?” 


Freya’s face turned pale and they both looked to the sniper position where Dobinek and 
Butterworth were perched; a commando in black armour was sneaking up on them! 


“Anna, no!” yelled Freya, while throwing her wooden shield in the most perfect, flattest trajectory 
Texas Red had ever seen...and he had seen All Might throwing a discus. 


The shield shattered on impact, and in an instant Butterworth had turned around and shot the 
commando, point blank. “Freya...that was amazing! I love you!” 


“T love you too, Anna! It was just a good throw!” 


“Miss Freya, that was more than a good throw. My congratulations, but let’s go get our friend 
before they kill her.” 


They sprinted through the front path of the house, looking for Neko’s position. They were nearly 
there when they heard a yell and a snap. Red feared the worst... 


Until they heard another yell, in great pain. “Run ahead, [ll catch up!” 


In a series of bounds, Freya made it to the fight, where one of the commandos had snapped Neko’s 
leg at the knee, turning it to a horrible angle. 


The other moved in with a machete, aiming for her neck, when Freya leapt into the action, cutting 
through the machete wielding hand with a two handed strike of her axe. 


The second commando grabbed Neko’s right hand and twisted, the snap audible even where Red 
was standing. The commando’s hands reached for the girl’s neck, and Freya was busy destroying 
the other one. 


Red had to shoot now, and not miss. His perception slowed down and his eyes fixed on the 
commando’s nape, where skull met spine. 


Red didn’t miss. He never missed. 


Freya, covered in blood, and Texas Red, panting and with his knees weak, rushed up to meet the 
young Japanese hero. Her face was in shock as she looked at her hand and leg, bent in ways they 
were never meant to bend. 


“That’s gonna heal fast, girl. Don’t worry.” Red said, hoping that he was reassuring. Seeing the 
painful fractures... “They are all done, and the person playing both sides just overextended their 
hand. I know who she is, and I will destroy her. Now just stay calm, Miss Dobinek will set the 
bones back in place in a minute.” 


Holy Diver and Butterworth arrived, carrying a weak Empress among them. “I showed them what 
good for!” she said, her speech slurred, already under some sedative. 


“Holy Diver, let’s get this poor girl’s bones back in place and make a few calls. I have an Agency 
to take back, and a traitor to expose. Or perhaps a mastermind would be more apt. But make no 
mistake, I will end her!” 


“Mina...let’s hide in that room, that patrol is too big!” 


From inside the futuristic, oppressive building that was Ndege Mweusi’s palace, Mina could see 
the whole city around them, full of mighty skyscrapers, neon lights and looking all around like 
some sort of cyberpunk dictatorship. Which, Mina guessed, is what it was. 


They had been lucky the plane had brought them directly to the Citadel, where the government had 
all the buildings, and people didn’t look twice at three random soldiers patrolling around. But now 
inside the palace proper, the guards seemed much more attentive. And heavily armoured. And 
nasty. 


So they hid in a room, all three of them. It was large and dimly lit, and in the other end, they could 
see a tall man in robes and a mask, dark coloured, speaking to a hologram, in English. A hologram 
of a person they knew, running frantically, if the way she moved her arms was an indication. 


“T have been betrayed by pawns I expected more loyalty from! We are dealing with them, but how 
did the squadron do? Did they get the old man?” 


“A third killed, the rest captured. Did someone leak the info?” 
“The cunning old bastard probably just felt it in his bones. He had a team?” 
“He had. Were you able to secure the power over nations?” 


“T was. Tell your King that, directly, or the Minister of Secrecy will take all the credit. This has all 
been you, my friend. Now excuse me, caves have bad signal. I will send Ndege Mweusi a nice gift, 
when I get this under control. Ask him if Pestilentia ever told him about One for All. He should 
know what it means, and what it means for our deal. Conquest out.” 


Shinsou gasped “One for All...that’s Izuku. And that...that was the General who has been giving 
us orders!” 


“Do all my troops think I hired them for their uniforms fitting my aesthetic?” 


Jean LeTenebre, known better by his hero alias, Shade, knew better than to answer the rhetorical 
question. They had strategized on how to eliminate Midoriya and that killer he kept beside him; if 
Jean had to guess, it was a mix of his messiah complex and her obsession, most disturbing. 


The strategy they had come up with was using Captain Thorne’s Quirk on them in a secluded 
space, break their minds with the inescapable aural assault. 


With that, they would have time enough to reach a helicopter, and then, should they survive, it 
would be Jean and a whole company of mercenaries fighting them in the open, with gunship 
support on the way. Battle couple or not, Blackfyre was perhaps the deadliest Quirk in America. 


Shade could very easily be the number one hero, but he didn’t care for such things. What if that 
gigantic idiot had a burger logo on his shirt and was liked by the children? 


Shade didn’t give a damn. He liked fighting. He liked using his Quirk, he liked feeling the power 
running through his veins. The money wasn’t bad either, or the influence. But it was all really 
about the next fight. 


Externally nonchalant, calm and collected, inside Jean was almost giddy; from the information 
they had on Midoriya, he was among the select few in the planet with a chance to beat Shade. 


“Shade, I asked a question.” 
“T was sure it was just rhetorical, boss. Do you want me to end them now?” 


“Try and trap them when they enter the cave complex, but don’t expose yourself. Stay near, this 
fight might follow us a while more.” 


“Why antagonize them now, anyway?” 


“We intercepted their text messages with the two we were sending them to hunt. The traitors are 
too close to the truth, that Toga girl suspected me from the first moment she saw my face. 
Pestilentia trained her too well. They are loose ends, and we won’t have them.” 


“And after this?” 


“The traitors have one chance in 75,000 to get to Ndege Mweusi’s throne room, and one in six 
million of defeating him. Mbele has good tech, we have seen that, even if I gave them an opening. 
They won’t survive.” 


“ll check our transport, General.” Shade checked a datapad with the GPS locations of the escape 
helicopters, and the zodiac fast boats they would use to get closer. “Zodiacs are down there, let’s 


go.” 

“Right.” Using her radio, the General said “Warlord actual, gimme a report, all stations. Is the 
Vulture online?” An unmanned gunship, created by the Special Tasks division of the CIA, and 
perhaps the next deadliest thing to a mech tank on the battlefield, at least without including Quirks, 
the Vulture was a very nice piece of work. 


“This is Arbiter, the Vulture is online, all weapons armed and ready.” 
“Cobalt here, we have engaged the enemy and have them boxed in around the helipads.” 


“Good. Fight well, Cobalt.” With a flick of her finger, General Archer cut Cobalt team’s 
communications entirely. “Arbiter, strike mission. Target is at helipads. Danger close.” 


“Roger that, Warlord.” Jean couldn’t help a sadistic smile. He liked how cutthroat the General 
could be. Power was everything, and the power over one’s own morality, to be able to order a 
bombing on her own troops, on the off chance they’d kill the enemy...that was quite powerful. 


From outside came the sound of explosions, still loud even though they were halfway through the 
cave. “Teams Pyke, Storm and Azure, deploy and intercept. Expect remote support from Shade.” 


Jean closed his eyes, calling upon all his mental power, and all the shadows in the caves. “All 
teams, switch to night vision. Lights off, boys and girls.” 


The masked figure turned around, his robes flowing dramatically. He turned too quickly for them 
to hide, their best option was to play along. Hitoshi closed the door discretely, and Ashido and 
Maria took position in front of him. 


“How much did you hear?” asked the man, in English. Js our cover blown this quickly? Bloody 
hell, thought Maria. 


47? 


“Nothing, sir!” said Ashido. Maybe they’d think they were foreign mercs with some luck. 


“Well, ’'m afraid you still know too much. And...based on what I’ve been told, you just escaped 
getting a pair of angry teenagers you know well from hunting you down. Shinsou Hitoshi. Ashido 
Mina. And...Maria Kestrel. Also known as Merced. I will introduce myself, for the two Japanese 
heroes; the former Underminister of War, after the failure of the Paris attack, I am the Minister of 
War. You wouldn’t believe how far one can go with the right contacts.” 


“Well mate, you’ ve got a traitor on their side and backstabbed your way up. What now? You gonna 
call the secret police?” said Maria, eyeing the computer behind the Minister. 


“Not at all. Thing is, I haven’t had a fight in years...See, I wasn’t born here, just really liked their 
ideology, so I became a citizen. And you wanna know something else? I am a huge hypocrite.” 


Bone claws and plates took form along his arms, presumably under his robes as well, and the mask 
was replaced by one made of bone, deadly and dangerous. You bloody whoreson. 


“We’re on him, Maria! Get on that computer and get us a way to the throne room!” 


In an instant the two of them were rushing to meet the foe, acid melting through Ashido’s boots 
and sleeves, Hitoshi swinging some sort of scarf he had pulled out from under his shirt. And Maria 
was running for the computer, USB in hand. With some luck, there would not be reinforcements in 
the palace anymore. 


Chapter End Notes 


As always thanks for reading! 


Purgatory of caves and bridges 


Chapter Notes 


Took me longer than expected to get this chapter up to standards! For the fight's mood, 
how about "Skyline" from Halo 3: ODST? 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku Midoriya would have never guessed he would be fighting underground again, side by side 
with Himiko, so soon after the defeat of Pestilentia. J just hope our relationship doesn’t have many 
more of these battles! 


The General, who they had been taking orders from for a while now, had ordered them to betray 
their friends based on information she would have no way of knowing, unless she had someone 
inside Ndege Mweusi’s kingdom. 


Of course, Izuku had refused. And he had not doubted Himiko for an instant, he knew she was 
loyal to the end to those she called friends. 


With the refusal, the General had unleashed her underling on them, who had attacked their ears 
relentlessly in a subtle but terrifying display of power. Such a Quirk had little use on open spaces, 
or against prepared foes, but Izuku and Himiko had been caught unawares, indoors, in a warehouse 
where they hadn't noticed that the acoustics were so suited for sound Quirks. 


And then an army of mercenaries, various Quirks tearing from their black uniforms and sand 
coloured armour, the rest with machine guns and rockets. These people were out to kill them and 
had no mercy, but still Izuku and Toga took care to knock them out when possible, or to break their 
limbs to leave them out of combat. 


It had been enough, until a gunship had appeared above them, covered in guns and missiles, and 
started firing on them, not caring about friendly fire! 


In a split-second decision, Izuku had picked up Himiko and leapt away from the explosions, letting 
the mercenaries get caught. They...they just got killed. By their own side! The General is a villain, 
no doubt. 


Landing just inside the cave before the explosion, they took cover behind a concrete pillar. The 
explosions were deafening, and the screams of the mercs...His heart ached for them. They had 
tried to kill Himiko, to kill him, but he just couldn’t shut his ears away from their pain. With a sad 
heart, they moved on, deeper into the caves. 


They paused to breathe for a moment, and Himiko said “Pretty ruthless, don’t you think? They 
really want us dead.” 


“It is horrible, Himiko. If the enemy has so little mercy...” 
“Well have do whatever it takes to get out of this. You think we’ll be able to arrest her?” 


“T think so. I think her Quirk is something charisma based, maybe a mild mind Quirk...She had 
something of a comforting, inspiring presence whenever we could see her face... maybe something 


about that?” 
“How about the hero bodyguard? He looks like the real threat, Izu-Izu, whatcha got on him?” 


“A shadow Quirk, he doesn’t show it off, keeps his work discrete, but it has some pretty big 
effects...gives shadows volume and mass! That’s gotta be it!” 


“Think a knife in the gut will be enough for him?” 


“We'll have to wait and see. You ready?” Himiko nodded. “Then let’s go, they can’t be too far 
ahead.” 


They met the first enemy squad halfway through the cave, eight men, armed with rifles and Quirks. 
No obvious combat Quirks...just a few mutations. “I’ve got the ones on the right!” 


Bullets ricocheted off Deku’s hero suit, the Kevlar-graphene plates and the ultra-thin shock 
absorption materials deflecting the gunshots with ease, turning the lethal firepower into what felt 
like someone punching him. One for All by itself, while coursing through his body, did give Deku 
a measure of super resistance, but a well-placed gunshot in the head would still kill him, so with 
the press of a button, Deku activated the spring-loaded segmented helmet that Mei had made for 
the suit. 


And with that protecting his head, he charged, catching only one or two stray shots and feeling the 
huge bruises they would turn into and, when he was close enough, he leapt head first into a big 
merc, his head butting against the man’s, with a cracking sound, and that merc was knocked 
unconscious. 


He was in their midst now. Some switched to melee weapons, knives and stun batons, some tried 
shooting him point blank. Knives were easy to deal with; a lot of sparring with Himiko had 
familiarized him with knife fighting quite a bit, and these mercs were nowhere near as good as 
Himiko. Dodge, grab the wrist, twist, disarm, punch! One less to go! 


Sneaking up from the left, Himiko cartwheeled into a downwards kick on a soldier, followed up by 
a leg sweep and vaulting over the downed foe, then using her kali sticks to choke out the man. 


A second merc, a tall, stocky female trooper, charged her with a stun baton in hand, but Himiko 
threw a knife at the trooper’s hand, dropping the woman’s baton and cutting off the thumb. By 
then, the man she was strangling had gone limp, unconscious. 


Deku moved in to engage a soldier wielding two stun batons as Himiko fought another guy, knife 
against knife. The baton guy was fast, battle hardened and cunning, and he saw through Deku’s 
Shoot Style kicks and knee strikes quickly, responding with thousands of volts against a kick that 
had been too slow! 


It would have been enough to stop a regular human, maybe even knock him out, but not Deku. Not 
with the suit, improved against electricity attacks after Pestilentia’s last trap. Not with One for All. 
But damn did that hurt! 


Limping a bit, Izuku took a few steps back and instead just snapped all five fingers of his right 
hand, aimed at the man’s face. The merc’s helmet flew away as his head whiplashed, and he fell. 


Two more approached from behind, so Deku stomped on the ground, shattering it and making 
them lose their balance. They were vulnerable as they flew in the air, so he moved in and with a 
kick and a punch they were down. 


Looking up again, Izuku saw Himiko beating the hell out of a merc with her Kali sticks, while her 
knives were lodged into the hands of one, pinning him to the ground. 


Panting, Himiko smacked the guy’s face one last time, twirled her sticks around to remove a bit of 
blood and retrieved her knives. Izuku knew that a part of Himiko still revelled in violence, a part of 
her “training” that would never really leave. 


But she didn’t let that bloodlust have as much control over her anymore, he saw that in the sadness 
of her smile when she looked back at him. That smile is because we are alright, not because she 
wanted to fight any of these people. 


“Tzu-Izu, I think none of these are gonna die...it is kinda hard but I’m trying, you know?” 


With his gloved hand, Izuku caressed her cheek “I know, I think you are really getting so much 
more control.” 


“The voice...it gets easier to ignore but...the change is too slow! I want to be less violent, to never 
kill again...I mean, don’t have a problem fighting but this situation...shit, she was playing us all 
along. I’m really fucking pissed off at her. She probably thought I would die at some point too or 
something. Fuck all this, Izu-Izu.” 


“Agreed. Let’s do this, we can stay alive and catch them!” 
Their little intimate moment over, they kept running across the cave complex. 


The old Al Qaeda tunnels had been reinforced with concrete beams in some parts, and some rooms 
had been further strengthened with cement walls, floors and ceilings, as well as heavy steel doors, 
all locked behind the squad of mercs that had gone against them. 


But reinforced steel yielded easily to One for All, when one could change the air pressure enough 
to cause rain when using about 80%, a lower power setting could chew through the doors with 
ease. 


The couple ran through the maze of earthen tunnels and concrete safe rooms, not coming across 
anyone else. Did we get them all? Are they regrouping elsewhere? “Himiko...something’s 
weird...” 


As they entered a cluttered room full of containers, almost at the exit to the cliffside and its 
bridges, Himiko paused, sniffing at the air. 


“Izu, we gotta get out of here, now!” 
Her expression had turned from curiosity to abject terror, accompanied by an ominous beep. 


Izuku swept Himiko into his arms and sprinted, every step feeling slow as if he was in a dream and 
trying to run away from some unknown terror, always going too slow. He wasn’t going to make it, 
both would get caught in whatever booby trap they had triggered... 


Izuku used 100% of One for All on his left leg, the one that was touching the ground in that 
moment, and he leapt, a distance jump, just like on his first day in UA when they were testing their 
Quirks physically. 


Except that back then he had no control over One for All, and there wasn’t a massive explosion just 
behind, ready to light his butt on fire. 


Landing at the door for the other side, Izuku took a few steps to slow down and put Himiko back 
on her feet. Panting, he stood there as she watched him, a dangerous smile on her lips. 


That smile was worth the burning muscle pain in his leg, the fractured toes and sprained ankle. 
“Tzu-Izu...that was so romantic and badass. And not looking at the explosion even more!” 


“Himiko, I felt that fire almost catching my butt! Of course I didn’t want to look!” 


She moved behind him and giggled “Well you did end up a bit singed but my hopes that it exposed 
your sexy butt were not met!” 


Izuku felt the heat of a blush on his cheeks, but before he could make some reply, a red laser blast 
zoomed past his head, leaving a scorch mark on the sandy stone of the cliff wall. On the bridge 
before them a new squad of mercs had appeared, and one of them had just attacked with a laser 
vision Quirk! 


“Tzu-Izu, let’s take cover behind that conveniently placed stack of crates!” 
They ran behind the stack, only barely evading a laser strike that took the lid off the top crate. 


“Holy shit baby...these are RPG 2200’s! I...1 know how...I have trained with these before!” 
Grinning dastardly, Himiko picked up the rocket launcher and armed it. “Thanks for this skill, 
Pestilentia! That rocket from a while back didn’t fit my hands like this bad boy! Let’s blow shit 
up!” 


Leaving their cover to aim, Himiko shot a rocket at the advancing squad, which was now in the 
middle bridge of the three that spanned the chasm between the first cave and the next one, which 
connected with the river down below. 


The rocket flew straight, leaving behind a trail of smoke...and exploded against a shield, made out 
of what looked like hard light, from the way it glowed. 


“Did you get a look at their Quirks, Izu-Izu?” 


Izuku took a few peaks out of cover and reported his inferences “I saw the most obvious ones; hard 
light, laser vision from maybe two of them, one of them seems to have a glowing fist and...one is 
either the best at juggling or has telekinesis with those knives.” 


“You got all that from just...three seconds of looking at them?” 
“Quirk analysis is probably my best skill, Himiko!” 


“You are seriously so amazing, I can’t wait for...well, the rest of our lives. How about I cover you 
with my bazooka and you start busting their heads?” 


“You're on.” 
“Cover your ears, then! Here it goes!” 


Deku started sprinting, or more accurately, limping fast, across the bridge alongside the rocket, 
keeping up with the high explosive round for about half a second before it overtook him and 
exploded against the hardlight shield. 


A simple rectangle, the merc hadn't even tried to change it! If there is something about Quirks that 
I don’t like, it is people who don’t even try and be creative with them! If I could generate hardlight 


I would have so many uses for it! 


The dust from the explosion had not even settled when Deku barged in with his shoulder against 
the hardlight shield, pushing him backwards slightly. Punches and knees followed, looking for any 
weaknesses in the shield. It was quite resistant, only changing from a soft blue to orange and red as 
Deku damaged it, but the merc stood his ground. And the others started moving to surround the 
hero, looking to flank him and outnumber him. Perfect. 


The first one with laser vision moved behind, to his left, and the second one started flanking from 
the right. They did not look behind them, they just saw Deku, exposing his back as he pummelled 
at the light shield. Their eyes glowed, and Deku leapt, vaulting over the shield and grabbing the 
guy in a rear choke. 


While the shield guy was conscious, the shield held against the eye lasers...one of the lasers was 
shut off first, with a cry of pain, then the shield gave way as the merc finally passed out, and Deku 
saw Himiko throwing a knife at the second Laser Eye, right into his right arm, while she grappled 
the first one with a scissor head lock, taking down the man with his own bodyweight. 


As they fell, the merc hit his head on the ground, hard, so Himiko moved against the other Laser 
Eye quickly, sliding on the dusty bridge to try and avoid a laser blast, but only because it wasn’t 
aimed at her; the blast hit Izuku right in his upper left arm. 


Great now I’m gonna be symmetrical with my scars on my right arm...oof that hurts! Looking at 
the burn mark, about a centimetre thick and an angry red colour, Himiko yelled, an angry, primal 
battle cry. And then she closed the distance, and the Laser Eye was doomed. 


Himiko had two knives in hand for this foe, and she used them; first a cut to each wrist, then at the 
tendons above the knee, then the shoulders, a double strike against the eyes with the pommels of 
her knives and finally, both knives rested on the man’s throat. 


“Nobody hurts my Izu-Izu, nobody hurts us!” she yelled, before plunging her knives...on the 
man’s shoulders. She had spared Laser Eye’s life...if he got medical attention soon. 


Meanwhile, Izuku had engaged two enemies armed with submachineguns, moving too close for 
them to effectively target him, crushing the guns in his grip and pummelling them into the ground. 
With those two gone, there’s another three...I can only see two, where’s the third? 


He had no time to ponder that, as the telekinesis knife guy and one with a glowing fist moved in to 
fight him. With multiple enemies, one had to split them up, or one would always get his unguarded 
back, so he backed off to defend himself from getting flanked. 


And then his boot shifted, and he felt each of his fractured toes, a flash of pain going all over his 
nervous system. It was all he could do to limp back to standing as possible. Luckily the leg armour 
in his suit held his knee and calf tightly, so Deku could mostly keep using that leg... 


A knife appeared out of nowhere, almost catching Deku’s throat, the facemask he had always used 
as a neck protector keeping him alive but not without feeling just how close that had been. Knife 
after knife, the assault was relentless. 


Deku blocked and parried, moved out the way and even caught one in mid-air and stabbed it into 
the concrete bridge, but still the telekinesis user attacked, and the attacks were pushing Deku to the 
middle of the bridge. Why is he pushing me to the middle? Wouldn’t it be better to throw me off 
this thing? I'd surely die if I fell... 


And then the answer hit him. In the face, smashing his helmet and cracking it, sending bits flying 
off. At least I get to keep my face...or the bruise that will replace it! 


Deku could already feel the damage to his jaw, and the stinging pain of a piece of shrapnel having 
cut into his skin on his lower cheek. That would leave a scar, for sure. 


The fist that had hit him did not stop with one punch. A barrage of uppercuts, haymakers and 
straight jabs attacked Deku’s midsection, while several knives flew from all sides. Deku could feel 
the damage to his ribs, not yet cracking but really bruised, and a few cuts were digging into his 
sides, a stinging sensation all over, but no real damage. 


He needed to counterattack, to get some distance... 


On a steady surface, Deku could simply stomp on the ground and send them flying away, and 
finish them off even from a distance. Up on a bridge, that might make the whole thing collapse and 
kill them all. The mercs had a slight advantage and they were pressing it; even with three years of 
martial arts experience, Deku could only parry so many blows. 


A fast-moving sledgehammer and some even faster scalpels were his targets, so he had to pin them; 
without movement, he’d have them. The Glowing Fist was closer and the more immediate threat, 
so Deku feinted a kick with his injured leg before twisting his upper body and manoeuvring close 
to grab the merc’s wrist. 


“Recovery Girl would murder me if I went to see her with an injury like this, I’m really sorry!” 


With a surge of One for All’s power, Izuku twisted the man’s wrist, turning the bones into paste 
and leaving his hand limp. Glowing Fist was so shocked that he didn’t even react as Izuku grabbed 
him by his bulletproof vest and threw him against the telekinesis user. 


With both falling down, Izuku leapt with his good leg and caught them as they fell, delivering a 
pair of knockout punches to their heads. 


That was unexpectedly difficult...my leg hurts, damn. Now where is the last one? He scanned the 
bridge, saw Himiko taking a medkit from a fallen foe and start to run towards him...then she 
paused and dropped to one knee “Get down!” 


Izuku threw himself to the ground, narrowly avoiding an enemy who swooped in trying to catch 
him. A flying Quirk, wings...somewhat like Hawks? 


The enemy was a tall woman with featherlike hair under a black beret, dark purple eyes looking 
coldly at Izuku as she hovered above them. Her wings were armoured with lightweight metal 
plates, resembling a vulture’s, and most striking of all, below a cutoff on her combat trousers, her 
legs were bird talons, the claws tipped by metal spikes! 


“Deku, Oni, seems I haven’t had the pleasure...you didn’t see my wings a couple minutes ago, did 
you? They fold quite neatly. ’m Valeria Edwards the third, or if you’d like nicknames, that squad 
you just took out was mine, so call me Azure Actual. The bitch who will get the bounty on your 
heads.” With no more talk left, she swooped down again, her talons aiming at Izuku’s head... 


And a knife pierced each wing in the joints of the metal plates, breaking her balance and sending 
her crashing down. “Izu-Izu, let’s go, that didn’t hurt her much, we have to keep going!” 


Hand in hand, Himiko ran, and Izuku limped, the rest of the way across the bridges, narrowly 
evading the gunship drone they had last seen on the other side of the caves, and a new attack by 
Azure, stopping her by Izuku punching the roof of the cave and collapsing it behind them. 


“That should give us some time. Himiko, are you injured?” Izuku asked, looking at her with some 
concern. There were a few cuts and bruises, but nothing major. 


“T’m alright, baby! If anything my prosthetic fingers feel a little clumsy but nothing big. But you... 
they hurt you. It...it made me so mad. I...we have to heal you! Take off that boot, you’re limping! 
You know what? Blast open that rubble, I’m gonna go kill whoever did this to you!” 


“Tt was actually...me. I jumped too hard.” 


Himiko gave him a half-hearted punch and said “You saved us but...you really put yourself in 
harms way a bit too much. Shit, Izu-Izu, I wish I didn’t find you so sexy all beat up like this 
anymore, because I really, really don’t know what I would do if I lost you.” Her face was sad, 
concerned. 


“You won’t lose me, ever. That is a promise.” 


“T’ll hold you to that, my love. Now that foot... we should bandage it or something, I rescued a kit 
from one of the goons. I don’t really know how to treat this kind of wound though, you’re gonna 
have to walk me through, Izu-Izu.” 


Izuku took off his boot, a tactical boot made especially for his foot using Yaomomo’s Quirk, 
armoured with Mei’s gear and meant to keep his foot safe from pretty much anything. 


Indeed, there was no external damage, but the cushion inside had warped a bit from the force. Next 
he took off his sock and found his toes, all curled up in unnatural angles. “It’s gonna make me 
scream, maybe cry, but I’m gonna put the bones back in place, then you secure it with the bandage, 
Himiko.” 


“Alright. Are you ready?” Izuku nodded, and started setting the toe bones. Next would come 
taping them in pairs and bandaging, and some painkillers. The toes in the middle were painful, the 
pinkie was hell and the big toe... 


“Fuck!” yelled Izuku, uncharacteristically. 


Himiko decided to put some local anaesthetic on the toes, foot and leg before taping the toes and 
bandaging them, and Izuku could already feel the relief. Paired with some painkillers he 
swallowed, he felt almost in full combat shape again. 


“Let’s move again, Himiko, we can still catch that woman!” 


She took his face in her hands and caressed his cheeks. Smiling, she said “Let’s go stab a General!” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Hypocrites in positions of power are big bullies... 
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Holy fuck, that almost took my head off! Shinsou evaded a meter long bone claw, leapt backwards 
and sent his capture weapon snaking towards War’s leg, wrapping for just a second...before the 
man just untangled by pulling back quickly. 


“Out of practice my ass! Boney, have you been sparring with All Might or something?” 


War didn’t answer, Shinsou’s tactic failed. Well if he has been speaking to our boss all along, he 
probably knows our Quirks! 


Mina moved in to blast War with a big blob of acid, which she aimed at his face. Her face was 
focused and intense, her eyes pinned right on her target, watching the consequences of her attack. 


The enemy covered his face, protecting the eyeholes on his bone mask with his hands. And then 
the acid hit, melting the bone armour halfway, drops falling down to the floor and sizzling as it 
dissolved small holes there. 


“Y ahhhghhhhhbhh!” bellowed War as he lunged at Mina, his bones seriously damaged. 


Mina danced out of the way, her capoeira moves gracefully evading every strike as she almost 
playfully shifted away. Shinsou moved in to attack as well, catching a clawed hand with his 
capture cloth “Mina! The other arm!” 


The sole of Mina’s boot melted as she spun to deliver a very flashy, acrobatic kick called an 
Escorpiao kick, where her leg went up just as her body went down. 


The kick connected as the boot’s sole dissolved completely, Mina’s foot completely covered in 
highly corrosive acid, the heel cutting into the bone armour and chopping off the blades in that 
arm. Holy fuck, my girlfriend is so badass! 


As Mina did a back handspring to move out the way, Shinsou let go of the capture weapon’s hold, 
making War stumble a bit, just enough that a dropkick aimed at the knee made him tumble. 


But the enemy didn’t fall completely, and attacked Shinsou with his claws. Shinsou rolled and 
evaded once, twice...then a claw tore a gash on his side. The pain was blinding, but he kept 
moving, getting back up and moving out of range. 


Both her boots finally melted off, Mina took advantage of War not keeping an eye on her and 
connected a spinning kick and a hook kick, both chipping away at the bone armour. The moment 
he turned to face her, a third kick hammered right onto the remaining blade, eroding it enough that 
the strength of the strike snapped it in two! 


But Mina wasn’t fast enough in moving away and caught a haymaker in the stomach. All air left 
her lungs and she choked a bit, before responding with a palm strike to the face. Acid flowed freely 


from her hand, burning away War’s bone mask, and he tried punching her away, but Mina was 
relentless. 


The moment his mask burnt off, Mina withdrew her hand, just an inch away “Surrender! Stop this 
or you will get seriously messed up!” 


Through the ruins of the mask, Shinsou saw War smirk. No you don’t, you fucker! As War’s hands 
moved up to take Mina’s neck, Shinsou wrapped her waist around with the capture weapon and 
yanked back. 


War missed by a foot, and Mina wrapped her hands around his fists. Shinsou saw War form new 
bone armour under the old one, trying to save himself, but Mina had him “You really piss me off, 
you know? I have always hated bullies, ALWAYS, and a man helping terrorists and dictators 
against people who just have the little detail of being four fifths of the population? You are the 
worst bully I have known, a horrible hypocrite and a...and a piece of shit!” 


War squirmed under Mina’s hands, the acid burning all the way through his armour, his cries of 
pain muffled, but Mina didn’t stop her acid. 


“You wanna know why I hate bullies? Imagine being a six year old and everyone telling you that 
you would never be pretty because your skin colour is not natural. Imagine being called a demon 
because you have horns! Imagine all the dark thoughts of fighting back with all this power! I could 
have melted all the bullies away!” 


Mina took a step back and War crumbled to the ground, holding his hands close to his stomach, 
crying in pain. 


“But that is not a hero’s way. That is not my way. I fought bullies non-violently! I became a hero to 
help villains be captured safely! And now you have two choices; you surrender and we arrest you 
and you go to prison. Or you keep trying to kill us and I will melt your face. I don’t want to do it, I 
don’t know if I could live with myself if I do it, but I will do it if you force my hand. I will say it 
one last time; surrender.” 


Mina placed her hand on War’s face gently as tears rolled down her cheeks. She steeled her resolve 
for the villain’s answer... 


“T... yield! Just don’t kill me. Arrest me or whatever, just don’t melt me!” 


Kicking War on the back, Shinsou tied him up using his backup capture weapon, the bracelet one 
Mei had given him in what felt like an eternity ago. Hogtied in a humiliating way, the two heroes 
stuffed the Minister in a cupboard, before Mina’s composure broke, and the tears flowed in earnest. 


Shinsou felt his eyes watering; he was crying too. “That...that was...I melted off his hands so 
much! I’m pretty sure I maimed him, Hitoshi!” 


Getting close, he hugged her, tried soothing her as much as possible. “Hey, hey...it was a fight to 
the death for him, Mina. He would have killed you if he had half a chance. And you gave him a 
good chance to surrender, you acted with a lot of honour!” 


Her eyes turned distant and she looked away “This...this isn’t the first time I’ve been so close to 
snapping. The first time I acted on all the rage, sure, but...a lot of bad stuff happens and it makes 
me so so angry! I’m not an angry person by nature, things just...I hate bullies so much. And these 
people...in a way, they are the bullied and they are fighting back and are becoming just as bad!” 


“Mina, these people hate everyone with a Quirk. They gave up on being victims the moment they 


took up arms based on hatred. You and I...we’re heroes. We have to stop them, for peace, for 
justice...cause they are fucking murderous assholes and they have tried to hurt our friends.” 


Mina sighed and nodded. Her expression turned determined, and her face looked so noble that 
instant... “We can do this. Together. Now...where do we have to go?” 


Before they could plan their next move, a new transmission entered, with the General front and 
centre “War, did you tell...the traitors. So you are still alive, huh?” She looked at them with 
contempt. 


“Of course we are alive, we are pro heroes. Mina is dangerous as hell and I’m not some chump 
anymore. You’re gonna tell us why the hell you have a direct line with an enemy official?” 


The woman smirked smugly “He’s a double agent, obviously. Now I have good news and bad 
news for you.” 


Mina looked at the General with a look that almost had hatred in it “You are the real traitor! Shut 
up!” 


“T see you really are as idiotic as the reports said, Miss Ashido, you haven’t made the best 
impression on me. So, good news; your friends Midoriya and Toga have refused to bring me your 
heads.” 


Shinsou rolled his eyes “Fuck, Ill bite. The bad news?” 


“My people have them right where we want them. Their deaths will be slow. You two may end my 
war, but you will not make it out of that city alive. And your friends will die here. Your heroic 
deed will never see the light of day.” 


Shinsou looked over to Mina and gave her a sarcastic smile “Oh General, you really look to be 
enjoying your villain time and all the speeches, but we really couldn’t care less for you.” 


“We’re really busy here!” added Mina, a huge grin on her face. 


“T guess you probably also wanted us to ask you why you’re doing all this, right? Do you care for 
her story, Mina?” 


“Nah, not really! We’re gonna interrogate a dictator King in a few afterall!” 


The General seem unphased by their mockery “Like dumb children. Death will come soon for 


” 


you. 
Shinsou pointed a power cable to Mina and then flipped off the General “When they catch you, get 


Izuku to interrogate you. If he told me the truth about his girlfriend, Toga will not give you mercy. 
Now, Mina.” A blob of acid destroyed the cable in an instant, and the transmission was lost. 


A finger poked Shinsou in the shoulder, and he reacted on instinct, backing off and balancing his 
capture weapon, ready to catch the hands of... “Maria, you could have said something, damn. I 
almost got a heart attack!” 


The Brit hacker grimaced “Yeah, yeah, bad bloody move. Was about to tell you two that I have 
started a fire in the northern guard barracks and that every Mountain Brigade and secret police 
power armour suit connected to the central mainframe just lost all enhanced mobility and their air 
filters are now overheating; their masks will burn in a minute or two. I also released raw sewage all 
over the city to create a lot of chaos!” 


Shinsou and Mina looked at each other, pleasantly surprised “That is actually pretty damn 
impressive, Maria. Will there be any more guards in the way?” 


“Maybe some in the throne room, can’t access the cameras from here but I diverted all the patrols I 
could.” 


Mina nodded and said, “That’s probably as much an opening as we’re gonna get, let’s go!” 


Maria pointed at the cupboard where they had stashed War “I could drag that wanker to the plane 
and start bending the nav computer to my will. What? ’m not running away to a city I just flooded 
with shite.” 


“A compelling argument. We’re gonna take Ndege Mweusi alive and see you there. Stay safe, 
Maria.” 


“You too, heroes. Catch that bastard and make the world a better place.” As Maria placed War on a 
handcart and started dragging him down a service corridor she had opened, Shinsou and Mina 
opened the door back to the main corridor and started making their way to the throne room 


Alarms blared and even through the thick walls they could hear a commotion outside. Maria 
fucked over this city...sewage, that is clever. As they ran, they found a huge window, about 
midway to the gate of the throne room. 


“Look, down there!” said Mina, pointing out mech walker putting out a fire with a water canon as 
riot police tried calming down the afraid populace. 


“T...[ don’t like seeing them like this. I know they are the enemy but...at least it isn’t a jn actual 
bombing or something. Let’s make sure this is the end of this violence!” 


They reached the gate and saw just how large it was “Errr...how are we supposed to open this 
door, Mina?” 


She placed her finger on it and the sound of sizzling faintly made it to Shinsou’s ears “I'll melt a 
series of points and then we burst through, with this little hole we can see how many there are!” 


She took a peek and said “Two guards with sorta...spears? And the big guy sitting on the chair has 
gotta be the king. We breach the door?” 


“We breach the door. Ready when you are, Mina.” 


Shinsou took a deep breath to calm his nerves as Mina targeted specific points in the heavy door 
with accurate bursts of acid. “3...2...1... BREACH!” 


Of shadows and Kings 
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Himiko Toga was pissed off. In less than an hour, she had gone from being sweaty and annoyed in 
a shithole military base, to having exciting sex with Izu-Izu, to some henchwoman trying to break 
her brain, having to fight a whole base of mercs...and bandage Izuku’s injured foot. 


Most of all, she was NOT HAPPY that Izuku had been injured in any way whatsoever. Now at a 
slower pace, the couple rushed through the last stretch of caves, descending down some concrete 
stairs carved into the cavern wall itself. 


Toga could now hear running water, but before they made it through one last corridor, all the lights 
along the walls started to go dark. “Wow, Izu-Izu, looks like someone forgot to pay the electricity 
bill.” Toga snarked as she took out a flashlight and clicked it on. 


Izuku got a light out, but he seemed on edge “Himiko...something is wrong...our lights are not 
supposed to be this dim. What had Mei said, how many lumens? I guess maybe it could be the 
battery, but I was sure I had changed it...” 


He kept on muttering, same as always. Toga liked the familiarity of that; when she took a step back 
to examine the whole mess they were in, she needed all the “normal” she could cling onto. 


“Oh, I got it! It’s Shade and he is...ambushing us” 
The shadows swirled around them, almost taking shape, like thousands of dark tendrils... 


And then strands of dark grey shadows attacked their eyes. Fuck, fuck, fuck! He’s gonna make us 
blind? The shadows touched Toga’s eyes, but it wasn’t painful. She just couldn’t see jack shit. 
Grimly, she thought about how the last thing she had seen was Izuku’s anxious face. 


Toga tried to keep calm, but beside her, Izuku had yelled in fear the moment his eyes had been 
covered, and his breathing had spiked. He was hyperventilating and flailing around, looking for a 
wall? “No no no no no NO!” he said “Himiko, where are you?” 


“Over here!” answered Toga, reaching for him...but she couldn’t find his hand! 


”° 


“Over here...over here...over here... 
ways. 


echoed her words, bouncing all around them in strange 


Fuck! Toga stepped to where she thought she had last seen Izuku, a couple meters to her right. He 
wasn’t there. Goddamn, where did you go? Izu-Izu...please, just...be there! 


Izuku’s panicked breathing reverberated all over the impossible angles around them. Toga could 
even hear his fast exhales above her. 


She had to think...they needed a plan, some idea to find each other, find a wall and have some way 
to guide themselves outside. They were already at the end of the fucking caves, outside... “Izu- 
Izu! We have to find a wall and make it out!” 


“Himiko...do we even know which way it is to the outside?” The echoes of their words merged 
into a weird cacophony...until it was interrupted by footsteps. It was impossible to tell which way 
they were coming, or how many there were. 


“Ah...ah...Himiko, I think I have a plan! Tie up one of your sticks with some capture rope and 
swing it around! If I’m close enough, it’ll hit me, and we can pull the rope and join up!” 


Toga had never heard him be so agitated. The only reason I’m not panicking completely is...we’re 
together. Izu-Izu...it isn’t that big a cave! We’ll make it! 


Toga took a length of thin utility rope she had on her gear, which she had never actually thought 
about using as a capture rope before. Maybe to strangle a guy or two, not really tie someone 
up...Fuck, I really am messed up. 


With the rope and one of her Kali sticks, she started swinging, letting go of the rope as she went 
along. I’ve got like...3 meters, I think. The corridor can’t have been more than 5 across, I'll hit 
something before the footsteps get here! 


Logically, the mercs could only come from two places, in front of them or from behind. Or are 
they really mercs? In a cave...you never know... 


The vestiges of Pestilentia’s brainwashing were choosing a very appropriate moment to fill her 
mind with images of all sorts of horrors... But she shut them out. / can let myself feel all this 
existential dread after I find Izu-Izu. 


Toga started swinging the stick on the rope around. | meter, then bit by bit till it was extended to 2 
meters. Izuku was still further away. “Izu-Izu, don’t move or I won’t find you!” The echoes 
reverberated in even more places now, and the stress was starting to fray Toga’s nerves. If I can’t 
find him... 


Two and a half meters...and the rope hit something. And a voice spoke up, unaffected by the echo. 
“Almost there, Himiko-chan. Did I say that right? My knowledge of Japanese is...limited. Not a lot 
of time to learn languages when protecting the entire South, right?” 


Toga pulled on the rope, launching an attack with the other stick “Only Izu-Izu can call me 
Himiko, you fucking piece of shit, for everyone else I am Toga!” No echo, interesting... The stick 
didn’t connect to the source of the sound, only hitting air. 


Toga spun around, attacking every place in her reach, if the guy had sneaked up on them, she 
would whack him, and he’d definitely lose control over the shadows in around them! 


“Not bad...if the source of my voice was me, that last attack would have probably taken out all my 
shiny teeth. But no...I made some vocal cords out of shadows, gave them the same shape as mine, 
had them vibrate and...” 


“Smash!” There was a loud whoosh as a burst of air cut through the place the sound had come 
from last, messing up Toga’s already messy hair buns “And you focused on that instead of surfaces 
to bounce off sound!” Then a panicked tone took over in his voice “Himiko, did I hit you?” 


“T’m good, get over here before the echo twists everything!” 


Another whoosh swirled the air and Izu-Izu was next to her “I’m gonna tie you up...I mean tie you 
to me. So we stay together” Toga agreed and they quickly made a knot joining their wrists. With 
three meters of rope, they could fight freely without hurting each other, when the footsteps 
inevitably caught up with them. Guess we’re still blind but at least not separate! 


As footsteps caught up to them, Toga heard even more echoes around them. Shade was really 
trying to disorient them quite badly... “They’ll be coming from out front or back, but we don’t 
know where that is...can you smash the ground around us and send it flying away?” The echoes 
were almost deafening “...away...away...away...” 


“That should make them trip, at least!” 


Toga stuck closely by as Izuku stomped on the ground, fragmenting the bare rock and shattering it 
around his foot, the crevices moving forward as the stone exploded into a shower of pebbles. A 
man and a woman cried out in pain. “That’s gotta be the way out, don’t listen to the damn echoes!” 


Izuku smashed the ground again and again, until Toga heard a very familiar sound behind them, so 
so faintly...the sound of a gun’s safety being turned to “fire”. 


“Shit!” said Toga as she pulled Izuku down to the floor. A couple seconds later, bullets zoomed 
above them. “Behind us...well now to your...left I think?” 


He answered with a full hand air burst “Smash!” and the bullets stopped from that side. 


Crap, they surrounded us, and they can probably see...Stun batons crackled, and Toga smiled. 
Shade’s voice spoke again “Team Pyke, no prisoners, you know what to do.” 


“Tzu-Izu... I can smell them. Three on the back, two in front, lots of blood.” 


In the dark, with her senses heightened to try and compensate for the blindness, she could almost 
taste the blood. Control yourself, Himiko Toga...only to survive, you have tastier blood at home. 
Wait, do I actually have a home? 


Toga thought as she barrelled into an enemy, using one of her sticks and a combat knife to disarm 
the enemy, a woman judging by her scent, and mercilessly smack her wrists, breaking them with a 
sickening crunch. Jzu-Izu is my home, I am not losing him. 


Toga brought the woman in closer and nicked her skin with her knife, licking it and swallowing 
about twelve minutes of the female merc’s likeness. 


Behind her, Izuku had closed in on an enemy by leaping in, and had smashed an object to pieces. 
Metal...a rifle. Maybe a shotgun. Then that broken rifle had bounced against a wall, Izuku had not 
been able to aim it accurately at an enemy. 


Toga placed her enemy at a good distance and kicked her, hard, on the head. One down, plus 
whatever ones Izu-Izu is dealing with, now where...there! A stun baton crackled very near to Toga, 
the burnt ozone it emitted as it functioned so pungent that Toga could almost see it. She evaded it 
easy enough, but it had been a feint, and a kick landed in her kneecap, hitting hard. 


Toga fell to one knee, swinging her weapons to keep the distance, trying to regain her balance. /t 
fucking hurts...what do I do? She had no time to plan as she was hit in the back with a baton. She 
fell forward, but rolled and caught her footing, mostly, and lashed out at the nearest foe, cutting the 
merc’s arm to make him drop the stun baton. 


A kick with her injured leg in his face did little to make her knee hurt less, and she found that the 


man’s face was shaped weirdly, but it took him down all the same. 


Somewhere to her side, Izuku had caught the other guy and was probably choking him 
unconscious, Toga couldn’t tell. A punch to her ribs and a hit to her elbow connected, so Toga 
stepped back, then counterattacked, creating openings with her knife so she could use the stick 
against weak points. 


Disarmed and with quite a few bones broken, the merc gave little resistance when Toga vaulted 
over him, wrapped the survival rope around his wrists and held a knife against his throat. 


“T captured one, Izu-Izu! Now you, fucker, are gonna lead us to the exit or I will open up your 
neck, drink all the blood that comes pouring and when we leave this place I will ruin your legacy. 
Understood?” 


The man muttered his agreement, terrified, but Izuku interceded “Wait, Himiko, I have an idea! 
Mister, you have flash grenades?” 


“T have a flashbang, yeah. Why? You gonna hurt me more, Deku?” 


“Give it to Himiko, I don’t really know how to use grenades. Use it and we will make enough light 
that there will be no shadows for Shade to attack our eyes!” 


“We’re gonna need to blink quick, Izu-Izu.” In an instant, Toga had the flashbang and had armed 
it, setting it off above them. It had never felts so good to be assaulted by blinding light and 
deafening sound! Her eyes wide shut, Toga put her knife on the man’s throat again and said “The 
exit, now! If you take us the wrong way, Ill know!” 


Still deaf from the blast, the man just said “What?” 


A “gentle” prod of Toga’s knife against his neck told the merc everything he needed to know, and 
he started running in a direction. The rope pulled Izuku and Toga along at a good pace, until Toga 
felt the air shift; they were almost out! 

“T hear running water, we made it!” 
be a dock for small boats. 


said Izuku, and in a few more meters they entered what had to 


“Run, boss, run!” yelled the merc they had carried along as a speedboat left, and Toga knew the 
guy had outlived his immediate usefulness. With a swift kick behind the knees, the man fell to the 
right height for Toga to wrap her arms around his neck and strangle him...just enough that he 
wouldn’t die. 


Finally, free to open their eyes, Toga and Izuku found themselves on a cement dock connected to 
the river, a cavern dome above them, a few lamps still on. 


“We were too fast for them, we almost caught them right here!” said Izuku as they looked around 
for transport; it was unlikely that Izu-Izu could carry Toga through an entire river’s worth of 
rapids! 


“There!” she said, pointing at a zodiac raft, leaping unto the back. Starting the engine, Toga waited 
for Izuku to get aboard and then sped off, the engine roaring to life behind her as they soared 
through the fast waters. 


The General was only a few dozen meters away...both boats were pushing their limits...and then a 
shadow flew over them, with the shape of a drone gunship. Before Toga could manoeuvre, the 
shadow split into three figures, it was Shade’s Quirk! “Deku! It’s not over yet!” 


“3...2...1..., BREACH!” with a kick, Mina smashed the great door to pieces, which further broke 
down to smaller chunks. Thank you, highschool-level geometry! 


The guards saw the heroes instantly and rushed to fight them, big spears in their hands, the blades 
in the end humming ominously. The royal guards had a somehow even bulkier armour than the 
Mountain Brigade commandos they had seen in Paris. 


Probably had some robot parts...maybe a tech smart person would know? Mina didn’t really have 
the same kind of knowledge as say...Hatsume, but there were quite a few tubes and flashing red 
lights on those suits and she was pretty sure that meant some robotics! 


Back on the throne, the kingly figure that had to be Ndege Mweusi looked at them with interest, 
and even before his guards made it to the heroes, he spoke, his voice booming 


“Demons, you will find only death here. A quick, painful death, instead of the long one you would 
have earned by staying in whatever hole you call a home.” 


Ndege Mweusi spoke in English with a heavy accent, and his voice was deep! Mina exchanged a 
glance with Shinsou, seeing the message clearly all over his face “He talks a lot!” Shinsou’s smirk 
told her everything she needed to know. 


The king kept talking as the guards attacked a hero each. “For ten years I travelled the world, 
before my father’s demise and my ascension to the throne of Mbele! Ten years I saw the 
oppression of the Quirkless, I saw the corruption of society. The world is rotten, the meaning of 
human is almost lost!” 


Mina heard hydraulic sounds coming from the armours as she nimbly evaded the spear attacks in a 
sped up ginga, the standard footwork of capoeira. Definitely robot parts! 


Beside her, Shinsou had tried wrapping his capture cloth around the enemy guard’s spear, but he 
had been unable to disarm the guard and had been slammed to the ground. 


A strike with the blunt end of the spear drew blood from Shinsou’s face, and he spat out even 
more. No! Fight back, you have to...you must! 


The guard Mina was fighting took advantage of her momentary distraction and thrust with his spear 
right at Mina’s chest. A macaco handspring got her out of the way...until the spear twisted and cut 
right into Mina’s calf with a burning pain. 


Jumping away and making as much distance as possible, Mina examined the wound; the cut was 
jagged, and had seemingly cauterized some of the skin from the slash alone! Ah! Is there some 
cosmic force giving everyone leg wounds all of a sudden? At least it doesn’t look like it’ll infect... 
maybe ? 


“Even with superpowers, even with Quirks...two men with spears are defeating you. A horned, 
inhuman demon and...you might look human, purple haired wretch, but...you’re just pathetic.” 
The guard picked up Shinsou from the ground, placed him against his shoulder and slammed him 
against the ground, hard. 


Everything about this was making Mina extremely angry. The kind of anger she had only had in 
very few occasions, like finding out her friendship with Bakugou had made her a hypocrite. She 


was glad all the problems between Bakugou and Midoriya had ended, but the fact that she hadn’t 
seen that in one of her closest friends...that had been one of the rare occasions she had been angry. 


Learning of Shinsou’s past had made her angry too. Bullies weren’t just physical abusers, 
manipulation and mind games hurt just as much. What that girl had done...Mina had melted off an 
entire boulder to let off steam that time and had remained as confident as possible to help her 
friend. 


And now he had become her boyfriend, and some random racist guy was going to kill him! 


Shinsou looked at her as the guard lifted him again and gave her a thumbs up. Mina’s anger turned 
cold: he was not dying there. 


Limping a bit, Mina used her agility and acid to dance around the guard she was fighting at ever 
increasing speed. “What...never fought someone this slippery?” she said, laughing at the guard’s 
movements; as fast as he was, Mina was even faster. 


An overextended thrust of the spear let mina move right in and “ACID VEIL!” about a litre of 
high-powered acid exploded in front of Mina, shredding what remained of her sleeves, and sticking 
onto the guard’s spear and armour. It started sizzling, but Mina wasn’t done. 


Covering her hands and feet in acid, Mina chopped at the spear, breaking it in six parts, and then 
kicked with a chapa giratoria, a spinning push kick, right into the man’s chest armour. A footmark 
burned through two inches of plate and padding and circuits, but it was only the first kick; as her 
foot went down, Mina rotated her body around to catch the guard’s head with a flying hook kick! 


A metallic clang filled the air as a half-melted helmet fell to the ground, many meters away. “Acid 
then? Impressive.” Ndege Mweusi’s voice still ruled the room, but Mina was not afraid in the 
slightest. These guards were bigger than him, and they were managing! 


To the side, Mina saw Shinsou fiddling with his capture cloth as he dodged a punch to the face. It 
seemed he hadn't been so lucky against a few other punches, his face a bruised, battered mess. 


Even disarmed and un-helmeted, Mina’s opponent still attacked, drawing out a combat knife and 
lunging at her savagely. Mina counterattacked by a few kicks to keep the man at bay, letting a lot 
of acid drop into the floor with each one. 


She was using so much acid, and with such a low ph now, that it was making her feel a tiny bit 
hungry. Scratch that, really hungry, need to replenish those acids with a burger or two! 


The guard then lunged one more time, not looking at the ground...and tripped, like a kid in a soapy 
waterslide. Except that Mina would never powerbomb a kid who had slipped on a waterslide, 
slamming her elbow hard on the head. Yep, Mina would reserve such roughhousing for enemy 
troops! 


The guard’s head bounced and hit the ground, and his eyes lost focus. The man was dazed, perhaps 
even unconscious. Mina kicked his head, hard, just to make sure. “Stay down or I swear, I will melt 
you” she told the knocked-out guard. 


The other guard had probably not expected to see such a display, and had looked up from beating 
up Shinsou. A big mistake, as the second Shinsou pulled his capture weapon, the cloth wrapped 
tightly around the man’s hands, feet and neck, immobilising the guard completely. 


“Ah fuck...I think I can still stand...” said Shinsou as he stumbled back to his feet and tightened 
the capture cloth even more. With a disdainful kick, Shinsou dropped the immobilised guard and 


took his spear away. 


Twirling it skilfully, he pointed the tip at Ndege Mweusi and said “You gonna monologue all day 
or are you gonna deny this half-dead guy a duel?” 


Just answer! Please, I don’t know how powerful that guy could be! 


The king laughed, an ugly, clearly evil laugh. Gosh, what a stereotype, just answer, let Toshi use 
his power on you, you bird-themed crazy! 


But Ndege Mweusi didn’t answer. He just leapt from his throne, tearing the steps that led to it as if 
it had been All Might doing the jump. In an instant he was up in the air...in the next, Ndege 
Mweusi had crashed in front of Shinsou and in a single punch had brought him down. 


On the ground, Shinsou evaded a second punch, but the sheer force of it created a crater and sent 
him flying away a couple meters. The sheer speed of Ndege Mweusi’s attacks...it was almost like 
All Might back in the last few months as a hero! Does he have a Quirk too? 


Another kick made Shinsou crumple to the ground; it didn’t look like he was conscious. We’re 
NOT dying here! With a scream, Mina moved forward, to attack the king, acid gathering all over 
her arms and legs. He was going to pay! A genocidal dictator was the biggest bully ever, and she 
was going to end him! 


Ndege Mweusi jumped at her as fast as he had against Shinsou, but Mina was a lot quicker than her 
boyfriend, and she was ready, delivering a swift kick to the leg and a palm strike to the throat 
before the king could punch her, and danced away just as quick. J can do this, I can do this...just 
gotta imagine I’m sparring with an injured All Might...and he wants to kill me. Or worse. Easy 
peasy! 


Mina sprayed acid on the man and tried every attack she knew, both with her Quirk and with 
martial arts, even some dirty moves she had seen in movies. The king blocked some, evaded some, 
and let the armour absorb the rest. 


And every time the acid hit, the black metal reformed itself around the damage, like thousands of 
tiny insects. 


Mina could almost hear Hatsume’s voice telling her a complex explanation of how that would 
work, but the important thing was that her acid was not working, and the king was toying with her. 


She had to do something, anything...with her most corrosive acid on the ball of her feet and all her 
strength, Mina kicked Ndege Mweusi in the nuts! 


The man flinched, but only for a second. Then a gauntlet punched Mina in the stomach, so hard it 
almost made her puke. 


Bent over the fist, Mina tried to bring some air into her lungs, desperately, but the instant she had 
some, Ndege Mweusi’s hands wrapped around her neck, choking her slowly, lazily. 


“In my childhood, I wondered if my father’s hatred of Quirks was misguided, unfounded, wrong. I 
wondered if they were just a convenient enemy that conservative people would gladly demonize. 
Now I know that it does have a practical use; indoctrinating my people with a common enemy 
turned us into an empire. Fanatics are very easy to manipulate! As long as I command it, they will 
submit to brainwashing. To body modification. They will do whatever I ask.” 


Mina used as much acid as she could, breaking her limits and making her skin hurt badly, till the 


acid was mixed with blood, but her hands could simply not make enough acid to melt through the 
thousands of armour “insects” in those evil gauntlets. 


“T gave them an enemy, and they would give me the world...the Quirkless are a fifth of the 
world’s population. A minority, looked down and hated, just because we are not “unique”. We 
think different. You all stopped being human. It might be evolution, it might be witchcraft...but 
the Quirkless are done. We hate, as much as we can. And trust me, little demon, we enjoy this 
hatred, the purpose it gives us. Now you die...” 


“Wait!” yelled a voice from the ground. Shinsou had somehow struggled back to one knee, and had 
a hand extended towards Ndege Mweusi. “Tell me...why didn’t you kill me first?” 


The king laughed, with that same disgusting chuckle, and let go ever so slightly of Mina’s throat. 
“A simple reason, weakling. I wanted you to watch as she die...” 


“LET MINA GO.” Shinsou’s voice had never had such authority, but it was all Mina could do to 
grasp her neck and catch her breath after Ndege Mweusi dropped her. 


“NOW WALK OVER TO ME, AND PICK ME UP.” Mina stood shakily as she watched the king 
obey, resisting every step, but there was simply no fighting the brainwashing, and he had to 
comply. 


“Mina...can you walk?” he asked as the enthralled king carried his mangled form to her. 
“T...think so. Let’s get out of here!” 


“RUN TO THE HANGAR, YOU PIECE OF SHIT KING.” Mina limped a bit as she kept the pace 
with the two, as they made their way all over the citadel and right back to the plane they had come 
in with. It had not even been more than three hours, and they had kidnapped the king! 


They entered the plane, stepping around the Minister of War, who was still tied up, and had even 
had his mouth duct taped. Reaching the cabin, Shinsou had been placed down in one of the seats 
by his thrall and ordered him to stand still. “Maria, Mina, help me get the armour off, this guy is 
just...a guy without it!” 


The hacker girl looked a the suit of armour appreciatively, then whistled “Blimey, this is high 
tech.” 


“No shit. Can you get it off? Block it in place? King Asshole, SIT DOWN ON THE CORNER.” 


As the huge tyrant sat down calmly, Maria plugged in a cable from one of the plane’s terminals 
into the armour “You might want to start the plane, it has a big red button on the screen. I set 
course for...Sicily, I think? Now ya bloody wanker, I’m gonna crack open your armour, I hope you 
are wearing clothes...” 


Half an hour away from Bonde Siri city, the hacker girl wiped the sweat off her brow and proudly 
displayed Ndege Mweusi, sitting with his hands bound behind his back by a chain of what she 
called “nanomachines, son’, taken from his gauntlets. 


He struggled a bit, as Shinsou had fallen asleep out of pain and exhaustion, and could no longer 
hold him through the brainwashing. 


“Just in time, hacker gal! I’m so glad you were a friend!” said Mina, beaming at the shady girl. 


“’d never complain about not getting melted. This should hold, I locked him out of voice and eye 


controls for the suit of armour. I could try taking off his helmet if you wanted...would it tempt you 
too much to execute the bastard? I’m not curious enough to see his face myself, I just want to be 
done with this.” Her voice was most of all tired, the hacker girl’s eyes with heavy bags under them. 


“T...I could never kill someone in cold blood, no matter how horrible a person.” 


“T see, good for you. Hitoshi picked a good person, I’m glad. You know, this took a lot less than I 
expected...” 


Mina couldn’t help but feel annoyed at the comment “Cause you didn’t get pummelled by steroid 
addled villains? I feel like we really need some medical treatment and really soon, my leg is getting 
a bit green and I’m feeling all woozy...” 


“You should call someone, tell them where to meet us, I'll see if I can’t find a medkit. Can you 
check Hitoshi’s wounds, love?” 


“Sure.” Mina got up, feeling really dizzy now. And where had that headache come from? Maybe 
from getting choked half to death and punched all over, Mina? 


She walked over to the bench where Shinsou had sat down to rest as he held his hold over the 
dictator’s mind, and checked him as best she could. First aid lessons made her no paramedic, so she 
couldn’t know for sure the extent of Shinsou’s injuries, but he definitely had both legs dislocated at 
the knees, a shoulder had collapsed and the arm was limp, and there was so much bruising... 


“We'll get there before you wake up, Toshi” she whispered softly, as she injected him with a 
sedative. I’m almost sure there is no internal bleeding, he’ll sleep through the worst of it, this lasts 
like four hours? 


After taking a strong antibiotic pill from the medkit the hacker girl had found, Mina sat down next 
to Shinsou, and napped. 


When she woke up, she felt weak, dehydrated, with a huge migraine...like the worst hangover 
possible, combined with Jirou maliciously attacking her with a sonic pulse and Tooru refracting 
light right in her eyes! 


“Mina...what are you... MINA!” What was that faint voice? She knew it...why did it sound so far 
away? Mina’s eyes were open, why could she see so little? Was that a tunnel? 


“MINA! MINA!” Mina knew the voice belonged to Hitoshi Shinsou, but she couldn’t hold on to 
anything else as she fell into darkness. 
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Dark past, darker present, darkest future 


Chapter Notes 


"Path" by Apocalyptica has enough energy and power for this showdown! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Izuku Midoriya could not help but feel a fanboy’s excitement as the gunship’s shadow, just a few 
meters back, took form from the water where it was cast into by the bright Afghan sun. 


“Interesting, his Quirk seems to work with any shadow as long as there is a light source, in total 
darkness he could be vulnerable...Well we were vulnerable in the darkness, but because he 
covered our eyes...Ah, he is turning the helicopter into three...miniature dragons? Pretty cool...” 


“Tzu-Izu, I love hearing you mutter but are you gonna take those...things down?” 
“Ah yeah, sorry, I got them!” 


Aiming at the first, Deku unleashed a strong burst of air, using as much of One for All as his body 
could safely handle, and turned the shadow dragon into tiny particles that fell into the light and 
disappeared. 


“Looks like that works against them!” he yelled, only to find the shadow cast by a large boulder 
join, turning into a cloud of shadow wasps. 


Meanwhile, the gunship disengaged, flying higher so Deku wouldn’t just shoot it down. It was 
biding its time as the shadows fought. 


The first dragon reached the zodiac, just as Deku shot at it “SMASH!”, getting half of it blown 
away while the rest swiped at the boat. Quickly, Deku caught the claws and grappled the beast into 
the fast waters of the river, pushing the shadow dragon to the bottom. 


“With the light refraction and water, Shade can probably not control it well enough under water!” 
he yelled, but Himiko was too focused on steering the boat and just nodded, pointing back with her 
thumb at the other shadows attacking. 


The wasps flanked the last dragon, which flew even faster and caught Deku, bringing him up in the 
air a couple of meters before a kick destroyed it “Shoot Style, Manchester Smash!” 


But the wasps were upon him in an instant, stinging him through unarmoured spots in his suit. 
Thankfully the helmet activated quick enough, saving his face from the stingers. Desperately, 
Deku flexed every muscle he could, channelling One for All everywhere...the sheer energy 
sending the shadow wasps flying off. 


As he fell, he clapped his hands, producing a shockwave that smashed the wasps away. I should 
probably do that not to fall into the rapids! 


Making another shockwave, Deku managed to push himself up to the zodiac, landing almost in the 
river, catching the edge of the boat with both hands. In an instant, Himiko had left the rudder and 
was helping him up, concern and anger in her eyes. “They almost made you fall!” she said as she 


took the stick again. 


“Tm okay just...get down!” the gunship had circled around and was strafing at them, the heavy 
machine gun tearing through the waters of the river. 


Adrenalin made the world slow, and Deku was already leaping before he could formulate a 
strategy, a punch displacing air to take all the bullets out of their paths as he soared, right up to the 
gunship’s cockpit. 


In a single move, he tore out the machinegun turret and the missile pods and clambered on the top 
of the unmanned helicopter, carefully avoiding the wash from the VTOL thrusters on each side. 


Balancing on top, Deku asked himself “Where would Mei put the central computer in a thing like 
this?”, and, deciding it mattered little, he resolved to just stomp on the fuselage and destroy it 
entirely. 


But right as he was about to step down, a mass of writhing shadow tentacles or maybe worms or 
snakes intertwined to each other, attacked, materializing from the shadow provided by a sandy 
cliff. 


And held aloft by the mass of tendrils was Shade, a smug smile on his face as the shadow took 
shape around him, tentacles made out of smaller shadows striking quickly and relentlessly. Deku 
attacked each limb as it reached him, smashing them to bits. Jf I cut them quickly enough, they 
break apart and dissolve, gotta attack more directly... 


“Kid, I did my research, I know who the real top heroes in Japan are. All Might...now he was 
strong, dependable. Brought a bit of American style abroad, I respect him for that. Then he gets 
replaced by a guy who can only use fire? Not a good system, see how quickly he is going away? 
Your pal Bakugo, fire guy’s son, that fast guy...Lida, was it? I don’t really care...All of you, are 
worthy opponents. And I have wanted a challenge for so, so long!” 


Covering his arms with the shadow tentacles, Shade lashed at Deku, the deflected strikes chopping 
away at the drone gunship. Finally, when Deku was pushed to the last piece of drone still flying, 
Shade wrapped the entire shadow arm around him, bringing Deku over, keeping him in the grasp 
of a gigantic monster hand. 


“So far you have done well, Deku. That whole base had some heavy hitters, like...there she goes, 
Azure.” Shade pointed below them as the merc officer swooped down to attack Himiko, who 
vaulted in the air, knife in hand, to catch the harpy Quirk user. 


Struggling in the air, Himiko and Azure grappled with each other, a frenzied dance of knives and 
talons. There was blood in the air, and Izuku couldn’t tell whose it was “HIMIKO! NO! YOU 
HAVE TO WIN!” 


A sardonic laugh greeted him as a shadow arm, human sized, turned his head around, back to look 
at the rogue hero. “If your little psycho girlfriend wins, they both crash against the cliffs, or fall in 
the rapids and drown, she’s as good as dead. But you...you still have some fight within you, 
right?” 


“Fight? Do you know the meaning of the words “Plus Ultra’”’?” 


He looked puzzled; All Might may have used the UA motto occasionally abroad, but it wasn’t too 
notorious “Like Spain’s motto?” 


“No you...you villain! It is UA’s! And it means to go beyond!” Swinging like a pendulum as he 


spoke, Deku managed to aim his feet right at the base of the shadow, and Shade had neglected to 
fully cover his legs. 


Pulling them back, Deku released a mighty dropkick, the force of it displacing the air with enough 
power that it disrupted the whole shadow and let Deku go for an instant. And it was all he needed. 


Twisting his body as they fell, Deku caught Shade and started punching; if he decided to use 
shadows to slow their fall, he couldn’t cover himself! 


Two punches in the stomach and three to the face destroyed Shade’s manicured look, but the 
American was a veteran hero, and it would take more than that to defeat him. From a nearby stone 
arch, Shade brought to life a flat surface, apparently he needed his brain a bit less rattled to use his 
Quirk. 


Deku took a step back on the rectangle and was immediately attacked by surging shapes, less 
detailed but just as deadly, destroying every pieces as it tried to cut him, stab him or strangle him. 
“T’ve seen your power, Deku...against my shadows, you don’t hold back, but against me you did! 
You could have ended this already! A single punch could take my head off!” 


“As a hero, I won’t kill you!” yelled Deku as he kicked his way through walls and barriers and 
weapons made out of the shadow “But I will punch you real hard! SMASH!” A straight punch was 
the feint, aimed directly at Shade’s face...but the real attack was a spinning axe kick! 


Tearing through the shadows, Deku’s kick connected, right against Shade’s knee, obliterating the 
bones in the joint and making a most horrible crunching sound. They were falling again, so close to 
the water... 


And an object crashed against them, a mass of feathers, blood, blonde hair and a screaming Himiko 
Toga, manoeuvring Azure into them with a knife stuck in the harpy merc’s back. 


“Send a shockwave to the left now!” yelled Himiko, and Izuku did so, watching in the last few 
seconds how they crashed against a zodiac boat, sent it tumbling all over and careened all over a 
small shoreline, made up mostly of sand but a few jagged rocks around cut right into their suits. 


Izuku Midoriya rolled over from on top Himiko, who he had tried to protect from the crash as best 
as possible, but her torn sneaking suit, stained red with blood, told him he had not been completely 
successful. 


To his left was a random merc, dazed and reaching for a pistol. He aimed at them and pulled the 
trigger...it was empty. Exhausted, the man fell down, clutching his ribs. 


To their right was Azure, her wings torn from the fall and from fighting Himiko, one of her eyes 
missing. Izuku quickly bound her hands and feet using the rope they had used to escape the 
darkness earlier. With her wings done for, she would not escape like that. 


He moved on to Shade, as Himiko struggled to her feet and started stumbling towards a very rusty 
structure. I’ll join her in a second. Shade sprang back up, propelled by his own shadow on the 
ground, and used it to attack Izuku, quickly, desperately. 


Feeling all the injuries sustained as he evaded the nimble shadow, Izuku counterattacked 
methodically, with unorthodox moves he had learned mostly from fighting villains. With a decisive 
knee strike, Izuku destroyed the last shadow and turned to see a smiling Shade. 


“T was planning on backstabbing you, but that...that was a fight. If this is to be the last fight before 
whatever happens, a man can do a lot worse than a fight flying above a fast river on some Afghan 


cliffs.” 


“Good motive or bad motive, I owe you a punch” winding up a bit, Deku smashed Shade’s jaw, 
without a single percentage of One for All, just pure Quirkless anger. The rogue hero fell down, 
knocked out for good, and Izuku tied him up just as a safeguard, should Shade wake up any 
shadow would help him escape. 


Rushing as fast as his cramped, aching muscles would let him, Izuku joined Toga at the rusty 
building, which looked like some kind of small factory, with metal exhaust tubes reaching for the 
air. The wind was picking up; on the far distance, Izuku could see dark clouds and lightning, a rare 
storm in the desert. 


The General had stumbled up to the fence, clearly not in the best fighting condition. With one hand 
she took out a silver-plated revolver and aimed, but Himiko was not there. 


The woman saw Izuku and set her sights on him, ready to pull the trigger...but from behind her a 
pair of hands held her and effortlessly took the gun away. “What is it, “ma’am”? Didn’t see where 
I was? I was just holding my breath, emptying my mind...nothing too interesting. Took you by 
surprise?” 


Clearly startled, the General huffed “You did, you murdering brat. Now what? You’re gonna stick 
a knife in me and leave?” 


Himiko’s smile was not one of happiness, instead it was pure bloodlust. 


“That would be too easy for you. Now do you have handcuffs or something? We three are gonna 
have a little sit. ’m taking a couple other things too. You do have one pair? Good. [ll put them on. 
Try anything and I swear to whatever god you believe in, I will do a lot of bad things to you, things 
I would...wait, you actively tried to hurt us, hurt me, hurt my Izu-Izu. I would not regret torturing 
you, at all. So don’t do anything stupid.” 


A bit of fear in her eyes, the General replied “Alright, Pll play along. You two, you are nothing, 
but antagonizing you needlessly would not be smart.” 


Himiko continued as she cuffed the General and pushed her to the ground, almost gently “Nothing? 
Maybe I am. But Izu-Izu? He is EVERYTHING. At least to me.” 


The woman on the ground smirked, smugly “Ah yes, your “love”. ve read up on you two, all the 
files available, American, Japanese, even the ones the Mbele guys have on you. I’m still surprised 
with how easy it was to turn you into our weapon, Toga. And how easy it was for you to wrap 
Midoriya around your finger. A serial killer, a murderer, a monster, by all accounts, that is what 
you are.” 


Izuku could barely keep his anger in check and stop himself from hurting the General “You are 
really wrong! Himiko has problems, yes, but she is fighting them, and she is winning! And our 
love is real!” 


Himiko was silent, looking down at her knife, her eyes sad. The General didn’t care and continued. 
“Midoriya, with that kind of idealism I am really surprised you made it to adulthood. Are you 
deceiving yourself? Do you really think that your heroism is enough to change Toga?” 


Before Izuku could reply, tell the rogue officer to sod off, Himiko spoke “Oh but I have changed. 
Izuku indeed can’t change me, but he gives me a good example of how a person should act. You 
see, my morality is all kinds of fucked up...being raised as an assassin by a supervillain with a god 


complex, being brainwashed all the way, having my memories ripped away by All for One, living 
with the League of Villains for more than a year, and everything since...I know just how much of 
a monster I am. I know just how much I would be willing to do. I am still a killer.” 


“Himiko, wait, what are you...” 


She cut him off with a glance “But now I have lines that can’t be crossed. I know who I care for; 
Izu-Izu, Mama Inko, my brother Koichi, all the friends I’m trying to make. And when you ordered 
us to hunt down our friends...that crossed my lines. I didn’t kill any of your men today, they are all 
still breathing and will see just how far you will fall. Pll start with a little thing now, and after that 
we can really talk, got it?” Without waiting for a reply, Himiko sliced the General’s cheek and 
licked the blood. 


Turning her head to the older woman’s, Himiko transformed and brought the radio she had taken 
from the General to her lips “Conquest, calling for immediate medivac on Camp Invictus for my 
entire army, some will bleed out without medical care. On the double, pilot.” 


Her face turned back to her own, and she said “Don’t really care if I was in character, but I hope in 
prison they’ll do something about those wrinkles...I don’t think I’ve ever been someone that old 
and...done. And it was only my head!” 


“Really, Toga? Mocking my age? I’m sure you had no hopes of living to be twenty.” 


Himiko gave the woman her coldest smile “Yes! Exactly! Before Okinawa, I didn’t even think to 
live a whole week more!” 


“Himiko...” 


“And now, I want to live a very long time, maybe earn some wrinkles of my own. Wanna know 
one thing? All this?” she waved her hand around “It actually helped me! Put everything in 
perspective! Before all this bullshit, I was scared because I was getting this idea in my mind and it 
terrified me!” 


“Himiko, what do you mean? Why were you scared?” 


Her eyes glowed with tears when she looked at him “I was scared, because deep down, I know I 
am still bad, but everything in me just wants to be with you, forever. And...because I know you 
deserve better.” 


Limping the space between them, Izuku took Himiko in the best hug his injuries allowed him 
“Deserve? I don’t care what I deserve. I want YOU. And...I want you forever too.” 


“Goddammit, you two. Killing your prisoner with diabetes is not a method of extracting 
information. If your sick, obsessive love for each other is affirmed, can we get on with this? I will 
not have it in my trial that I saw two rogue assets get engaged in front of me!” 


Himiko let out a giggle “Awww, such a prickly bitch! Okay, now that my self-doubt has been 
pushed away, here’s how this can play out: option one, you tell us everything, of your own free 
will, and get a fair trial. Izu-Izu, do you like that idea?” 


“Yeah, I’d love that!” 


“Awesome!” then her face turned dangerous “Option two, I keep you in a basement, take your 
blood whenever I please and ruin you. Trust me, I can think of a few ideas of what you...did.” 


“Identity theft is no joke, Himiko, please let’s not use that one...” 


The General sighed “Fair trial or not, I have done quite a bit of stuff, and I don’t regret a single 
thing, except perhaps the way I chose to dispose of you two, I should have had you murdered in 
your sleep. Or perhaps I could have brought in a prototype mech walker gear, even with no training 
I could probably pilot one and crush you. But what ifs are for the weak, I should have killed you in 
your sleep before.” 


With a completely deadpan voice, Himiko said “That would have been ironic, would you do that 
because of Pestilentia?”’ 


“Wait...how did you...not even my bodyguards knew I was in contact with Pestilentia.” 


With a smirk, she replied “Just a hunch, even dead, he and All for One still mess with everyone. 
And it probably explains why I didn’t trust you, even if everyone else seemed to.” 


Izuku added “Yeah, could you start with your Quirk and then tell us everything? I'd like to check if 
my theory was right...I had a hypothesis that, paired with your lack of a distinctive physical Quirk, 
it couldn’t be much of a mutation. Maybe it was something brain related, but that might have been 
to coincidental...” 


He realized he was mumbling and stopped “Sorry, please start at the beginning and tell us 
everything. We will make sure you are treated fairly.” He clicked on the suit cameras and waited 
for the woman to speak. 


“You two might wanna sit down. Right...my name is Cordelia Archer, I am fifty six years old and 
my Quirk is called “Charisma”. I have a trustworthy face and some degree of mind control when I 
look someone in the eyes. It doesn’t work when the person is already wary of me; right now, I 
couldn’t influence you two in the slightest. My face was useful as a covert agent, but the fact that 
my Quirk directly influenced people barred me from politics. 


“T have always been ambitious, you see, and politics was my first option. I have a very specific 
vision of America and the world, and...I would have liked earning that fair and square. My brother 
Isaac has a minor flexibility Quirk, so he was not forbidden to enter politics. I wrote his speeches, 
ran his campaigns...everything, at the same time as I joined the US Army as an Intelligence 
Officer. College careers are always up their alley, and Harvard opened the door for me. In a couple 
years I was a captain, then a major...it was easy.” She took a deep breath, her eyes far away, 
remembering. 


“But not only was I managing my idiot brother and my own career, I found a protégé in the Army 
Intelligence. A good kid, eager, a true believer...of Ndege Mweusi and his father’s Quirkless 
extremism. He liked the job, joining Mbele’s politics and changing them from the inside, pushing 
Ndege Mweusi in ways that were advantageous. He started small, as an officer, very subtle in his 
manipulation. A file here, a comment there. 


“In enough time, everything was ready. I was a General then, in charge of a lot more than 
Intelligence. And Ndege Mweusi wanted war. We both wanted it, for our own reasons. I played 
him as much as possible, letting him in on things to get as much as I could. 


"It was a bit similar with Pestilentia; three years ago, one of his people snuck into my room, 
injected me with a syringe and, in the end...we worked rather nicely. If the operation against him, 
the one with you two, had been classified at a slightly lower clearance, I would have stopped you. 
Anyway, he’s gone, with all that valuable data...” 


Himiko narrowed her eyes and asked “The assassin he sent, did you get a name?” 
“A number ending in 99, I think. Had a common face, not particularly distinguished.” 
Then Himiko gave a huge, toothy grin “Worry not then! I killed her!” 


“That isn’t too much of a relief but anyway...[ had a man inside Ndege Mweusi’s operation, my 
brother in the White House, just a step below the presidency, and a few years back, the entire might 
of the US Armed Forces. I played the game, letting Blackbird take some cities in Africa, trying to 
keep my armies strong but suffering enough defeats that Mbele steamrolled half a continent. In a 
way, I am just as responsible for the Quirked genocide as Ndege Mweusi.” 


Izuku knew they were dealing with a dangerous, duplicitous person, but this... “This...you are 
truly a villain. Those crimes...” 


“Save your hypocrite comments, hero Deku, and let me finish my statement. Actually...P?Il be 
brief. I committed grave acts of treason in order to secure power in America around my person, 
including orchestrating attacks on Washington, where the president and many other politicians 
died, on the Agency base where your boss lost so much, and even in Hawaii, where you two were. I 
gave Blackbird the coordinates and flight paths, and he did the rest. I took out my political 
opponents and brought the war into the minds of the average citizens, I don’t regret it.” 


“You fucking bitch! You sent those commandos against us and then had the nerve to use us in your 
games? I should rip out your spine with my knife!” Himiko almost attacked the General, but Izuku 
held her, making her look at him. Getting her to calm down. 


“Himiko, let her continue, she will have her punishment!” 


“Thanks for not letting me get murdered there, Midoriya, but I guess it is more about saving your 
precious little psychopath’s soul than concern for me.” 


“Just continue. Now that I know what you have done...” Izuku clenched his fists, his rage barely 
contained. 


Of all the real monsters he had fought in his life, none had been so...accepting of their evil actions. 
Pestilentia had schemed till the end, thinking he was one step ahead. All for One had been 
inscrutable in his motives, all his years muddling anything like the concept of good or evil or 
needing a reason for his wrongs. 


“So, I committed treason there, allowed my rivals to get assassinated and set the best Quirkless 
killers in the world after you. And a few hours ago, after that old shit Texas Red. I hear he 
survived. You fought those commandos, because I allowed it.” 


“Fought them again, if I might add. I’ve killed quite a few of them now!” said Himiko, cleaning her 
knife menacingly. 


“And after that I used the info on Ndege Mweusi’s partisan supporters to catch some criminals that 
Mexico really wished to get their hands on, while setting up one of their Capos for that whole Paris 
thing. A damn masterpiece, that operation in Paris. Ndege Mweusi lost around a hundred of his 
elite troops, gunships, armoured trucks and about twice as many mercs all over the city, and it 
showed him as a threat as big as I always insisted. 


"The entire world surrendered...to me. The power over nations, the thing I had wanted for so long, 
worked tirelessly, not caring who I destroyed along the way...And I lose everything because two 
brats obliterate my little army, leaving them alive in some sort of caped crusader’s “no kill” 


loophole...” 


“The only ones dead here, you killed, with that drone!” Izuku was completely done with the 
General, anger setting him on edge. 


“It was a gamble, I lost it, with all those resources.” 
“They were PEOPLE!” he yelled in her face. 


“If you knew what I know, a hundred people...even half the world...they are sacrifices that you 
would be willing to make. I’ve seen things that you would never believe...” 


“Tell us, then.” 
“You’re getting some transport here to arrest, me, right? Are we going to walk back?” 


“The moment I see a medical helicopter, I’m signalling them to pick us up. And what the hell do 
you mean?” said Himiko, poking the General with the radio. “About the things you “have seen’”?” 


“T’ve had access to such knowledge...everything every agency has, the White House, even other 
countries...Something big will happen, some threat. Sure, between me, Pestilentia and Ndege 
Mweusi, and maybe All for One, we formed three of the horsemen of the Apocalypse. But Death... 
Death is coming, and we still don’t know where from! I tried to unite humanity in a single, strong, 
militarized empire, because I know that separated...we are doomed.” 


In an instant, the General had turned anxious, afraid. “I hope you don’t regret arresting me in the 
days to come.” 


“Trust me, I don’t regret delivering you to justice!” said Izuku, curious about the woman’s 
motivations but still hating everything she had caused. Death coming and nobody knows where it 
comes from? That is certainly not good. 


“Deku, Deku, Deku...I’m getting real tired of your self-righteous judgement. If I was a pretty girl 
around your age, you’d be wanting to redeem me, wouldn’t you? It matters not, it wouldn’t really 
help me in any way to keep antagonizing your weird co-dependence. You two handle the arrests, 
enjoy the paperwork, you brats. And now that I don’t have a war to run or to prepare this world 
against some eldritch threat, I’m gonna take a nap." The woman yawned. 


"Just remember one thing, little idiots, you taking me down just puts the responsibility on your 
shoulders now. My conspiracy was pretty small; my man inside Mbele, War; my bodyguards 
Thorne and Shade; that small contact with Pestilentia. My little army were just mercs, they had no 
idea of my plans. The threat I have seen...be ready, or the Elders will end us all.” 


There was an ominous pause, and in the distance, thunder raged. 


“Elders? You could have said that a few minutes earlier...for such an inspirational speaker, you 
are not concise at all!” Himiko’s words eased the tension somewhat, but Izuku could see the worry 
in her eyes, and his own thoughts were dark. What are these “Elders” ? How will they destroy us? 


Thunder roared again, this time closer. The desert air felt humid, and the wind was pushing dark, 
heavy clouds their way. There was a storm coming. 
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“Mina! MINA!” Hitoshi Shinsou was panicking; he had just woken up to find Mina pale, her 


breathing shallow, her skin covered in sweat. And now she had collapsed into the seat, 
unconscious! 


“She seemed fine half an hour ago!” said Maria as she moved in to check on Mina. 


Shinsou could barely move with his injuries, it seemed like someone had bandaged the cuts but the 
bruises, the swelling, whatever bones he had broken...he needed to think clearly. 


“Do you think she was poisoned? One of the guards cut her leg with a spear. Please...you need to 
help me. I can’t...I can’t lose Mina.” 


“Pll do what I can but you do know I’m no doctor, right? Bloody hell, you’re gonna have to tell me 
what to do.” The hacker girl looked terrified and about as confident as Shinsou felt at the moment. 


“Check her leg...see if it looks infected. It could be exhaustion and we’re overreacting!” He hoped 
for that more than anything. Fucking hell, Mina...you won the battle! It was all you! Please...don’t 
die. 


“Tt...it looks green, mate.” 

No no no no NO! “Is she...is her breathing okay?” 

“Tt is very shallow...she is feverish.” 

“There has to be some antidote for poisons in the medkit, right? You found one?” 

“She already took the antibiotics I found...we have nothing more.” 

No...this can’t be happening. We won, dammit! “How far away are we? What did Mina arrange?” 


“Twenty minutes away! She used the Hero Net to contact whoever she could, there was some 
response from a few heroes that had been there in that Paris thing...Lady Liberty was the one who 
answered, I think. There’s a prisoner escort ready and medical and...” 


An alarm rang in the plane and suddenly every screen was taken over by another masked Mbele 
officer “All transport aircraft, this is the Minister of Culture. You have two minutes to change 
course back to Mbele or our fighter jets will shoot you down. Assets are gathering to restore order 
in the city, the Minister of War has been assassinated and the king is in his bunker.” 


Being mentioned, Ndege Mweusi stirred next to them “Fools, did they not notice where I was?” 


Shinsou looked at the tyrant and asked “Did you think they’d have a better fake story for your 
kidnapping?” 


Possibly lulled into a false security by Shinsou’s voice tone, not confrontational for once, the tyrant 
answered “My people are...” 


“That’s all I needed. LOOK INTO THE NEAREST SCREEN, IT HAS A CAMERA. Maria, please 


start video footage, can you make the microphone a voice changer? Or muddle it enough that my 
voice sounds like his?” 


“T had a voice changer algorithm in my boot, thought I’d never use it...Blimey, I made this like 
three years ago. Can you plug...can you even move your arms, love?” 


“Not really. We just have to get these fuckers off us and land...We have nineteen minutes, Mina, 
please hold on!” 


Maria quickly plugged in the drive in the terminal, keyed a couple of times and gave a thumbs up 
“Broadcasting back now.” 


Making his voice as loud as possible so the mic would pick it, Shinsou spoke as Ndege Mweusi 
stared into the camera “Minister...stand down. The Minister of War tried kidnapping me, but he 
failed, and is now my prisoner. The fight took long and the controls were damaged...he intended to 
deliver me to his friends in Northern Africa. I will land, fix the craft and head back, I am no 
weakling!” 


The response was immediate “My king! It shall be done as you command, we await your return.” 


Maria cut the feed, and the alarms subsided; the fighters had left them alone. “Sixteen minutes, 
Hitoshi. You think she’ Il make it?” 


“Of course she will. Could you help me get my phone? It is in my pocket. I have to tell them what 
we need, they have to be ready.” 


The hacker girl fished the phone from his pocket and examined it “It is smashed half to hell, but it 
looks like it works. What’s the password? Is it “mina’’?”’ 


“Normally I'd snark back but...just a clockwise spiral.” It unlocked, and Maria connected him to 
the Hero Net. “Mindtrick here...we’re gonna need anti poison medicine, Alien Queen is in a bad 
state... This thing can probably land...” 


He turned back to Maria and said “They’ll be busy helping us, you have to run. You’re not a bad 
person, you made big mistakes.” 


“Thank you, that’s nice of you but...” 


“You made many big mistakes and many of those are crimes, so the law is right in pursuing you 
but...you also did a great good. You deserve a chance to disappear again, to get a fresh start. And 
to not make those mistakes again.” 


“That was pretty good, thanks. Now...do you really think this thing will land itself?” 
“Tt took off assisted by a computer, right? Then landing probably is, too” 
Maria sighed, looking so tired “I'll check on that. You keep an eye out for acid girl?” 
“Always. Oh, before I forget, SIT THE FUCK DOWN, BLACKBIRD.” 


Just fifteen minutes, Mina, hang on. 


“..1 didn’t know it ran that deep, son. That woman will pay, don’t worry. The Agency will be 
sending transport to your exact location, give it about an hour, we had some people in Kandahar. 
And...you probably did good by not outright killing those mercs. It is easier to send them to jail 
than deal with their lawyers otherwise. I’m proud of you two. Texas Red, out.” 


Texas Red’s old voice was quite reassuring for Toga, it felt like everything was now done. 


“Tzu-Izu...that bitch really is napping there, I thought she was joking. I...did we do the right thing? 
This was so convoluted that... don’t know. I mean, we were just defending ourselves but all 
this...” 


He took her hands in his, removing her gloves and his own, gently caressing her fingers 


“Yeah...we stumbled into something huge. This might really go beyond being a hero...maybe All 
Might would know how to deal with unknown horrors, I just...I feel out of my depth.” 


“Hey, hey...I don’t expect you to be perfect, Izu-Izu. The moment I started to really love you, I 
stopped seeing you as perfection...” 


She gave a playful nibble to his cheek, and then whispered in his ear “...but that just means that 
you’re just right for me. The real you. You see more in me than I ever could so...I have to see the 
real you. And even if you don’t think you can save the world from unspeakable terrors, I believe in 
you.” 

They moved in a bit closer, cuddling, trying to be as comfortable as possible. In Camp Invictus, 
dozens of helicopters had arrived a while back, with medical and military police insignias. In the 
small industrial building, Toga and Izuku had taken shelter from the rain, which slowly but steadily 
was increasing. 


“Good thing that VTOLs can fly in the rain, don’t you think?” asked Izuku, playing with Toga’s 
hair. Her buns had miraculously survived the entire battle, but now she had let it loose. /zu-Izu likes 
my hair a lot...but probably not as much as I love his. Toga nuzzled her head into his neck, Izuku’s 
hair tickling her cheek. 


She giggled, before turning her eyes back to the front, where a couple of mercs, Azure, Shade and 
the General were tied up. Shade was knocked out and drooling, Azure was feigning sleep, the 
mercs were looking away. The general slept like a baby. 


“We’re gonna deliver these guys personally, right?” 


He nodded, their cheeks rubbing together. He was warm, though a bit puffy by the bruising. All 
hurt like this...it is still so sexy, holy fuck. She grinned, just imagining everything after they 
returned. 


You have to kill him now, take his place...The brainwashing was still there, always coming up at 
the worst times. A tiny part of Toga still wanted to kill Izuku Midoriya, to take his life in every 
way possible. 


But that part of her had lost forever, and Toga was now in control. 


“While we wait...could you tell me interesting stuff about Quirks? Like the ones we fought and 
all?” 


In instants Izu-Izu was talking her ear off, telling her all the mental notes he had collected. Toga 
hadn't even noticed some of the Quirks! When you’re so passionate about things...no, all the 


time...I love you so much. 


Sometime later, as Izuku still explained with exquisite detail every fight and every power, Toga 
heard the sound of a VTOL plane landing outside. 


A team of Agency operators moved into their little shelter from the rain, which by now had picked 
up to a heavy, constant downpour but not yet the storm that they could see ahead. 


They approached and removed their full-face helmets, revealing familiar faces “Hey, it’s 
Commander Bitchface’s old team! What’s up, guys?” 


A series of unexpected smiles popped up in their faces “Well if isn’t the worst singer we have had 
in our jail cells” said one with extra fingers in his hands. 


“Guys! I’m so glad to see you!” said Izuku, rising up to greet them enthusiastically. 
“Same to you, kid. Good job on this whole mess. Let’s go home, shall we?” 
Toga’s hand met Izuku’s and held it confidently. J know what home is, it is already here with me. 


In minutes they had secured Shade, placing him inside a glowing gel “It is a breathable material, 
but it will keep him lit, not able to use any shadow.” Talbot, one of the operators, explained, after 
reminding them of his name. 


Next they just tied up Azure even more and walked her to the VTOL, same with the General. The 
two mercs were just sat down in front of an operator, who kept an eye on them and a hand on his 
rifle. 


“Pilot, take us away, we have the package.” 


Soon they were in the air, en route to a US Navy carrier in the Indian Ocean, a stop in their way 
back to Japan. A few hours in, Talbot again talked to them “You two, if you wanna, go ahead and 
grab a bite from Gozalez’ backpack, we have some actual food here. Do you need anything else?” 


Izuku thought for a second, then said “Could I get a phone charger? I used all my battery to call 
Texas Red. I need to check that Shinsou and Ashido are alright.” 


“Sure.” 


The second his phone had some charge and, a while later, some signal, Izuku reached out on the 
Hero Net, looking for Alien Queen and Mindtrick. 


“Status: Wounded in Action, heading to Sicily. Notes: Captured High Value Target on a 
commandeered plane.” 


The moment he said that, Izuku slumped on the seat “They made it, Himiko.” He gave a sigh 
“They got injured, I don’t know how badly...but they made it.” 


“One less bastard to worry about, my love. A few more supervillains and it’s gonna be so safe that 
our children will be able to walk anywhere!” Oh fuck, was that creepy? We have technically only 
dated a few months. I know I have been an obsessive stalker and all but... 


“Children???” His face turned an adorable shade of red! 


“Was it, you know...” Toga started, fidgeting with her prosthetic fingers. They had grown rather 
uncomfortable in the heat, and she really missed her digits at the moment. 


Izuku turned her face towards him with a hand on her chin, and with his “confident hero” face, 
which Toga knew he used when he was really hyping himself up a ton, he said “I want at least four 
children!” 


YES! Unable to string a sentence coherently, Toga just felt the heat on her face of a huge blush, and 
her smile was so big it hurt her cheeks. YES/ 
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“T am Ndege Mweusi, the Blackbird, Lord of War, God-King of the Mbele Valley, Emperor of 
Africa by birthright and conquest. This is my message to all my people, those of Africa and the 
Quirkless of the world; this war is over. As your absolute ruler, | command your surrender, 
effective immediately.” 


The newscaster appeared again after the video was minimized, and now a vignette showed Mbele 
troops laying down their arms and surrendering to international troops, as well as mech tanks 
walking into Bonde Siri city. 


Hitoshi Shinsou sighed and craned his neck, a bit difficult because of the full body cast the doctors 
had placed him in. Full recovery, huh? Not if you keep the straw for my orange juice that far 
away! 


Finally, he managed to take a good long gulp of the juice, only to find out that the last time he had 
fallen asleep the nurse had seemingly switched it with apple juice. Apple is good too, I’m so 
dehydrated... 


“’..In other news, the Endeavor Agency is rebranding as Bakuretsu Ultimate, with the heroes 
Ground Zero, Edgeshot, and...” 


Shinsou stopped paying attention, he was sure Bakugou would tell them all later himself. That is, if 
Recovery Girl didn’t kill Shinsou first. 


After arriving in Sicily, Mina had immediately been handed over to a toxins and poisons unit, 
given an antidote and placed on the first flight to Japan. 


Shinsou’s injuries were a lot less life threatening, though walking beside Mina on her stretcher had 
opened some wounds and strained the broken bones in his legs, and he had ended up a mess with 
internal bleeding and had passed out, his hand dramatically letting go of Mina’s, from what the 
doctors had told him. 


And he had come to already in Japan, in a pretty good hospital, with the worst of the injuries 
behind him. And a lecture every time he was unlucky enough to wake up to find a pissed off, 
wrinkly face. 


Just an hour earlier, when a nurse had told him that the news were playing live Ndege Mweusi’s 
surrender message, he had been advised that Recovery Girl was on her way, and the fear was 
growing in him! 


“*’,.and remember, for us, family is everything. Now that we’re both Ingenium, my bro Tenya and I 
will be doing our best to keep you all safe! And we are recrui...”» Shinsou heard some footsteps, 


taking away his concentration from the Team Idaten ad he had been half-heartedly looking at, 
maybe expecting to see if indeed Tensei Iida and Ragdoll from the Wild Wild Pussycats were 
indeed a thing. 


And then the sound of a step ladder sliding up to his bedside, and a tiny old face peered at him. 


“Hitoshi Shinsou! All you class A and class B kids...you’re all graduated! I’m supposed to be 
retired! Why are all of you still asking for the doctors to call me? I’m too old for this shit.” 


“Errr...sorry? I don’t know the names of any other doctors, ma’am. And as far as I know, Mina 
was treated by someone else.” 


The old lady frowned “Yeah, she was. Doctor Koudokuso cleared up all that poison crap from her 
system. She’s in good health so it didn’t affect her as much as it should have. For all those hours 
she was poisoned...in most cases she would at least have lost the leg.” 


Shinsou felt a chill run down his spine “She’ll have a scar, that’s all though, cause we’re damn 
good doctors. Gave her a smooch, she’ll be up here being a general nuisance in a couple days. You 
though...I wish you had picked up anything else from your friendship with Midoriya, Shinsou. 
Broken bones and so many.” 


‘“‘A capture weapon can only do so much when your opponent has power armour, Recovery Girl.” 


“Aizawa said something similar a couple years ago with that Nomu...I smacked him in the head 
with a wooden spoon I borrowed from the kitchens. Do you want me to fetch a wooden spoon, 
huh?” 


“No, no, not at all!” 


“Good. Now, there will be consequences. The beating you took damaged some nerves and joints in 
some...difficult to repair ways. You will have to stay out of action for a few months and have 
physiotherapy to get back to where you were, maybe even become stronger. The damage was 
great, but you can overcome it. Or grow fat and wallow in self-pity, they won’t pull me out of 
retirement for that!” 


“Yeah...I will decline on the fat thing. Has there been any news on Izuku?” 


“Midoriya is big in America right now, and when that horrible woman’s trial begins, I reckon even 
bigger. ll admit I did not feel jealous at all that this time a different doctor set the bones of his leg 
back in place! They sent me the x-rays, kid is a bit of an idiot, his Quirk can only get his bones to a 
certain resistance before they inevitably snap. And the child is now the proud owner of a couple 
more scars, I swear to Kami-sama that not even All Might ever got that many. Next time I see 
them, I’m gonna scare that Toga girl into convincing Deku to NOT BREAK A SINGLE BONE 
AGAIN.” 


“That sounds great, Recovery Girl.” Izuku does say he will now only break his bones in 
“emergencies”... 


“Now present a cheek, I shall smooch you to a speedy recovery. Midoriya has an interview with a 
big American channel on...Sunday, I think. You will still be bedridden, so I'll tell your nurse to 
remind you of it. And some of your other friends left you some stuff in the bedside table, I am 
taking this melon and these chocolates as my fee. I could be knitting or doing whatever grandmas 
do, dammit.” 


Shinsou could not turn his head enough to see what Recovery Girl had taken, maybe I'll ask the 


nurse to at least show me what was here... 


After some twenty minutes of not being able to concentrate on the TV, and frankly, a bit 
intimidated by the mind-boggling details of all the logistics of the disarmament of Mbele and their 
“vassal states”, heartbroken by news that not everyone had laid their arms peacefully and pockets 
of resistance still riddled the world, and a bit bored by news of The General’s trial... 


...Shinsou pressed the button to call a nurse, and asked for him to show Shinsou what his friends 
had left when he had been asleep and they had visited. 


“Okay Mr. Shinsou, this one is from...Neito Monoma, he says “I'll visit tomorrow, and the day 
after and as many as necessary, but you’re gonna tell me how you put class A to shame and took 
down the world’s biggest douchebag! Get well soon, man, I’ve missed our chess games now that 
your special someone (from class A, the disgrace!) has your few “awake” hours! Best wishes, 
Neito.” Good friends?” 


“T never would have thought I could have one best friend, let alone three, and Mina...I never 
thought I’d love someone like that. Are you...Mr. Nurse, have you seen Mina Ashido? How is she 
doing?” 


“About as bored as you, confined to bedrest for her own safety for a few more days. She did 
manage to send you a napkin from lunchtime, kissed with some lipstick...it says “I love you so 
much’’.” 


“T don’t have napkins around to kiss, could you send her a note or something back?” 


“Sure. Next one...from Denki Kaminari, says “Dude! I heard you took down that asshole king guy 
and made him carry you all the way out! Nice one! I also sent a melon, hope you like it!” And... 
the melon is now gone, Mr. Shinsou.” 


That old lady... “And one’s from a person codenamed Texas Red, apparently. It is in English, do 
you want me to translate it?” 


“Nah, it is alright” 


“Okay, it says “Kid, the US is in chaos right now, but the moment the dust settles, you and your 
girlfriend are getting medals. As public as you two decide to make it. You changed history.” The 
parcel had a cigar attached, but for health and safety reasons we didn’t put it on your table.” 


“All good, I don’t smoke anyway. Two things...what’s for dinner?” 
“Salmon with mushroom sauce, soba noodles, rice...” Gods save Japanese hospital food! 
“And...could you put a movie on? I’m extremely bored” 


“Of course, would an All Might movie be good?” Indeed it would do nicely! 


Days passed quickly for Mina, as she slept whenever she was extremely bored. Until the day they 
discharged her from bedrest, when she wandered everywhere in the hospital, carrying around an IV 
drip and feeling the strength return to her wobbly legs. Just a couple of weeks of training and I'll 
be smashing watermelons with my thighs again! 


After her extensive recon of the place, she headed right for Shinsou’s room, where she found him 
snoring, one arm raised as he tried to scratch his neck, unable to reach it cause the cast didn’t let 
his arm bend. 


Giggling, she moved in and scratched the place she had seen him scratch a couple of times when 
sleepy, and was rewarded with Shinsou pretty much purring like his orange cat. “Like pet, like 
owner!” she said, softly, before going back out and asking a nurse to call her when he was up. 


A short nap later, Mina woke up to a nurse softly telling her to get up. Thanking her, Mina got 
dressed in some clean, loose hospital pyjamas, grabbed her IV drip, a clear coloured antivenom, 
and walked back to his room. Every step her legs felt better! 


“Heeeeeey! Hito!!!” she yelled, peaking in through the door. The smile he answered with looked a 
lot less strained on his poor face muscles than those she had caused on him before...maybe it is the 
medicines? Or am I really a positive influence? 


“Mina! You’re walking and all, that’s great. I only got given some new casts that allow me to go to 
the bathroom on my own, the awkwardness was extremely annoying...Hey, I have a question, is 
that okay, Mina?” 


“Sure, but if it is a review on your Mummy costume, it kinda sucks!” 


“Well, it is more of a couple requests...I know that it would be annoying for you and in your place 
I probably would not want to but...I am a bit...scared, about the physiotherapy. Would you... 
would you go with me to just the first session? I know that, with my Quirk, I didn’t really stand a 
chance against...” 


Mina started poking his cheek, pouting “Hey hey hey! No self-deprecation in my presence, you 
dummy! Are you gonna make me start saying that your hair back in first year made you look like a 
Troll doll?” 


“Mina, that is just so incredibly hurtful! Okay, I will not throw shade at myself, deal?” 


She patted his head while looking down on him a bit smugly “You just need to be stronger! I can’t 
be the only badass one in this relationship!” She saw him go from annoyed, to shy when she said 
“relationship” to introspective. 


“Yeah, if...no, when I get back on my feet, I have to be better. And next time I really should not 
forget my artificial vocal cords, that would have helped a lot, we could have even faked Ndege 
Mweusi’s surrender before!” 


“How did that happen, anyway?” 


“The nanomachines in his armour, they got some hacker to connect a text to speech errr...thingy, 
and they made the armour walk. The man was a prisoner in his armour the entire video.” 


“The hacker...our pal?” 


“Nah, some American ones, I think. Maybe a whole team. She’s gone. And just in case you are 
jealous of anything, there would have never really been anything with me and her, I just liked you 
all along. Bedhead and all” 


Mina instantly brought her hands up, and indeed it was messier than usual “Was that because I said 
you had troll hair, you sly dog?” 


“Of course, your hair is always cute.” 


She had liked that a lot “You win this time! Anyway, you said you wanted to ask for something 
else?” 


He smiled shyly and said “Actually it is two things now...could you scratch my shoulder, with 
nails and all?” Mina moved in, asked “Here?” and he nodded. 


“Holy fuck, that...1 needed that. Thanks. So, the other thing...wanna see if we can get snacks 
delivered and watch that show Izuku’s doing with the Americans?” 


“Yeah, I got really super lost, they kinda tried getting them to catch us, they said no and there was 
a fight and it all gets fuzzy and then they arrested a baddie who was also our boss before, think 
they’ Il clear that up?” 


Shinsou did the nearest thing to a shrug his casts allowed him “Who knows, maybe it will end up 
being a gossip show.” 


“Neat! I like those too!” Mina clicked on the TV and jumped onto Shinsou’s hospital bed, where 
he tried in vain to move his arms so she would be more comfortable “Stop moving or I will tickle 
you! You can’t stop me!” said Mina, giggling. 


“You’re pure evil!” he said, chuckling, as they cuddled as best they could. 


“Hey Mina?” he said, softly, as they found the correct streaming service channel “Have I...have I 
said that...I love you?” 


“T’m pretty sure you have, dummy. But...I love you too.” Good thing his lips were not bandaged or 
in a cast. 


“Tzu-Izu...I’m not really feeling like this is gonna be good...” 
“Tt is just an interview, Himiko...it’s going to be fine!” 


Toga fidgeted with her prosthetic fingers, adjusting the grip sensitivity over and over “Will they... 
will they call me a monster this time? Last time we had ended the world’s second most wanted 
villain, now we just set their government upside down.” 


Izuku steeled himself and stole a quick kiss from her lips; he still wasn’t the most confident in 
starting up romantic action, but every time he did...Damn you, I can’t even get stage fright in 
peace with you being like this! But your lips are only mine...She kissed him back, hungrily, until 
she finally felt a huge smile on her face. 


“You did that to calm me down, eh?” 


He blushed and looked away “I ehh...I just thought you looked very...kissable? If it helped...let’s 
kiss again!” 


He didn’t need to ask again, but sadly a staff member interrupted, saying “Uhhh, guys? They are 
calling for positions, do you need makeup or something?” 


“We’re good, thanks!” said a red face that had once been Izuku Midoriya. 


Toga checked her dress, a long sleeved, tight, dark green piece that hugged her figure nicely, and 
that, to her satisfaction, she had seen Izuku stealing glances of. Under that she had some dark 
tights, because it would have been embarrassing for the people to see her craped knees and start 
speculating about their intimacy...while it was because she had brushed against a cliff while 
fighting that harpy woman. 


Meanwhile Izuku had chosen a white dress shirt with a green UA pin on one side of the collar, and 
his green “rabbit ears” symbol on the other, and dark dress pants. For once he was not wearing any 
red in his shoes; even the boots Hatsume had made for him had red accents. Even if his feet look 
different with those shoes, we match colours nicely! 


“Hey, Izu-Izu, did they make my eye shadow right? I feel like it is...weird. Well, too late now! 
Let’s go and face whatever happens!” 


Hand in hand they walked to the stage, received by applause from a live studio audience. Is this 
what approval feels like? Fame? I’m not sure I like it... 


They took a seat on a couch designated for the show’s guests, while the presenter took a seat 
parallel to them. She was a tall, shapely woman with tan skin, raven hair and blue eyes, and had a 
fitted t-shirt that said “JUSTICE”. 


A hero-celeb, not particularly dangerous but popular and well liked. A staff member counted down 
“3, 2, 1...0on air!” and drone cameras flew around them, looking for angles, and the presenter 
started talking. 


“Yo yo yo! This is your host, Justice Jen! Part time hero, part time presenter, full time star, nose 
always on the prowl...” she sniffed the air to the crowd’s uproar “...for some cool as hell stories! 
Viral stuff, hero fights, romance...a bit of every-THING!” 


The cheers were deafening, until Justice Jen held up her hand “But enough talk about my awesome 
self, please welcome America’s new obsession; Deku and Toga! He’s a sweetheart, she’s deadly, 
they are absolutely cute together!” 


They are cheering for me? With all I have done? “A quick rundown for y’all who have been living 
under a rock the last few months: most wanted supervillain Pestilentia? These guys! That Secretary 
of Defense lady who got outed as a huge traitor and mastermind of pretty much the entire African 
Quirk War and almost World War Three? These guys! Like, holy cow, y’all!” 


The moment the crowd calmed down a bit, Izuku said “It wasn’t just us but...thanks!” 
“Awww he’s a humble one! You’re a lucky gal, Toga, he’s cute!” 

Suddenly feeling quite jealous and protective, Toga narrowed his eyes “Exactly.” 
“So, tell us about you...is it true you are a villain turned hero?” 


“T’m not a hero, never was, never will be...’ ve done too much that is bad to just correct it with a 
few actions, and I know that. I’m just a...fixer. Yeah! Or like a soldier or policeman, I just work 
for the greater good! Violently.” 


“Little miss badass, huh? I like ya already! A checkered past, a redemption story, a pretty face and 
best of all a romance against all odds...y’all got a movie deal yet?” 


She’s good, makes me feel confident around her...but we’re not supposed to reveal anything big, 
maybe... “Yeah, they told us about that, but the actors they were thinking of are too tall!” That 


made the audience burst out laughing! That feels weird... 


“Sounds like a story that the country would like!” Justice Jen waved her hands around. “But it is 
probably still very sneaky beaky, so I will not press you on those details...what I want to know, 
is... think P'Il let the audience wonder a bit. That’s an ankle monitor, right? What’s the story?” 


“Tm still serving a sentence, but they won’t waste what little I know how to do by having me stay 
in one place!” 


Justice Jen flicked her long hair around as she laughed politely, and then said “You’re humble too! 
Why don’t we ask your boyfriend about your skills, he might impress you!” 


Izuku looked at Toga with a lot of pride, and an absolutely gorgeous smile. 


“She’s a great fighter, an even better spy, a good tactician and...she’s probably as stubborn as me, 
so she doesn’t ever give up. Her smile always picks me up when I’m feeling down or 
overwhelmed, and she is there for me every time the nightmares come...I’ve been a hero a 
relatively short time but, I have seen some stuff that...Himiko is there for me, and her presence 
alone heals me. And she can cook my favourite food, Katsudon, really well!” 


Fuck...you always know what to say and make me melt, don’t you? It took Toga a few seconds to 
compose her brain, short circuited by her feelings of intense infatuation, the sheer temperature of 
her blushing frying her mind, and thousands of lewd ideas involving Izuku invading her mind. 


But when she was ready, she smirked and said “Nah, Izu-Izu...you are the one who cooks well, I 
am still learning to cook for others! And how to use chopsticks; forks and spoons are so much 
easier! They kinda erased most of my table manners when...that’s probably a bit secret, so errr...I 
guess I also know a few languages?” 


“Was just about to ask why you sounded Bostonian, Toga!” said Justice Jen, giving her a thumbs 
up. 


“But really, the one who is great is Izu-Izu, I don’t de...” Toga saw his smile turned sad, and she 
knew that she had to look at it another way “...he inspires me to improve as a person. I really love 
him.” 


“Now that the sappy levels are right...is that matching rings I spy on your fingers? The first row 
can just about see them, why not show it off for the guys in the back?” 


Toga fidgeted so much with her fake fingers while stressed that she had almost forgotten the 
simple gold band on her other hand. Beaming, she presented it to the cameras, while Izuku did the 
same, joining their hands triumphantly. 


“We uhhh...being a hero is dangerous, and we were both sure that we really wanted to be together. 
I know we can’t even buy beer here but...we have enough money, we have all our friends and 
family and...we have each other!” 


High pitched squeals erupted in the audience as they fawned over the honest, straightforward way 
Izuku described the fact that they were now engaged. 


“Yeah, we got engaged a few days back, we still don’t know when the wedding will be though, we 
still have legal stuff to see to. We might not even get married in Japan in the end, who knows? All I 
know is I’m happy!” Toga said, giving the audience a beaming echo of the smile from the moment 
Izuku had proposed. 


As they watched the sunset on the aircraft carrier, waiting for transport back to the US, Izuku had 
gone to one knee, and had said “Himiko, I don’t know what the future will be, and with those 
Elders, that threat...but what I do know is that I love you and only you, forever. Will you...will you 
marry me?” 


“YES! YES! I... was thinking that I would ask you the same when I was, sorta...free, but... YES! 
Let’s do this!” He had picked her up and twirled her high in the air, and both had laughed and 
kissed and been so happy... 


“T uhhh...I haven’t bought the rings yet though...” 
“Who cares! We can paint my prosthetic finger gold, I don’t need them!” 
The sudden realization had then hit Izuku “I...I just asked a girl to marry me! And she said yes!” 


“Anyway, that’s really cool! Ladies and gentlemen, our new heroes!” with that, Justice Jen started 
a commercial break, and approached them casually. 


“Not bad, your English is damn good, Midoriya! I know Toga, you too, it’s just that you got raised 
as a super assassin, so it is understandable. Next segment is a bit short, keep up the good work, the 
crowd loves you. We Americans...we give people a bit less trouble with their backgrounds now, 
their pasts. A villain turned hero? They will eat that up. Invest on your merch now, girl!” 


“T’ll definitely consider that, maybe a cutlery sponsorship?” 


“Haha! Yeah, you are a bit of a knife nut, aintcha? So, next part Pll back off a bit from your 
personal stuff and ask your opinions on some stuff, you gotta keep it PG but speak your mind. The 
topics will be...” She gave them a quick rundown, including fast food, education and even fashion. 


“And we are back on air! Now, since we have you here...what is your opinion of pineapple on 
y 
pizza, Toga?” 


In a cosy studio apartment in Sicily, a brand-new software engineer contractor, working long 
distance with simple tech solutions for a person so far known only as Hatsume, watched the dumb 
hero gossip show where The Hero Deku and his still slightly murderous girlfriend had appeared. 


Maria Kestrel didn’t really pay too much attention, but hearing people speaking English was nice 
when outside her house everyone was talking in Italian. 


And anyway, she was working on an algorithm for this Hatsume person, an anti-virus. Who’s this 
Hatsume lad? They wire some money with every delivery and it is untraceable, so they are good 
with a computer themselves... 


A day after the whole mess with their landing and Maria brazenly sneaking out and into the town, 
she had received an email, that said “A pal told me you were good with computers, I'll send you 
some money for your new identity and then we’re gonna work together! With your software and 
my Babies, I see a lot of opportunities!” 


Now known as Barbara Alciades, she lived as legit as possible. No more hacking, just 
Mediterranean living, incredibly good food, and a lot of time to develop code. 


And just when she thought her luck couldn’t get any better, she had met a good guy, quiet, a bit 
sarcastic, shorter than her, all because she had dumped a cup of tea on him, like the clumsy girl she 


had always been. 


Maybe in a few weeks one of them would get the guts to ask out the other one, but for the time 
being, Maria was pretty happy with just knowing the guy’s name, Enzo. 


“Oh look, bloody Deku’s getting engaged. They make me feel so unfulfilled and I’m not even that 
much older. Well, back to work, this program will be stunning.” 


“Chaperoning you two again, huh? I had kinda missed it” said agent Anna Dobinek, between sips 
of her red Gatorade. “You look good when somebody else dresses you, Toga. And proper 
hairbuns! Wow.” 


“Colonel bitchface!” said Toga, running to give the woman a hug. “It was not what I expected, 
being on TV. Anyway, what’s next?” 


“You two will stick around a couple weeks till that crazy kid with the purple hair can walk enough 
to receive his medal, then back to Japan for you four. Pll be around, doing all sorts of sneaking, 
blowing stuff up and shit. The usual. We’ve got a new deal for you, Toga; six missions a year, 
extremely high value targets, you can deal with them as you want, quick planes to and from. Sound 
good?” 


“Yeah, sure. The rest of the month I can stay in Japan?” 

“Yep. Train, sleep, whatever, just know that we will use your skills once a month.” 
“All fair to me. Now, we’re going for dinner? Izu-Izu, what do you wanna eat?” 
“How about some burgers?” 


Anna looked at the two; their last fight sure had made them closer, if that was even possible. 
Maybe a bit more mature, a lot in Toga’s case. And a new scar or two. 


“Oh and kids...the Agency will be pretty busy with all the chaos in the government and overseeing 
the end of the war but...We’ll keep our ears open.” 


It took almost a whole year, but Anna Dobinek had some information at last. The tiniest sliver, 
likely a dead end, but she had found a clue. Her entire team had risked their lives, even Freya...but 
now she had something. 


“Toga, it’s Bitchface. Can you get everyone gathered? Freya and I just made it to Tokyo, we have 
news. Another hero tagged along with us too, so expect her as well.” 


“Hey!” replied the girl’s annoying but somehow endearing voice “We’re already in one place, a big 
gym that Fatgum owns and lent to his business partners, we’re having a party there. I mean. ..it is 
Kirishima’s birthday, Izu-Izu asked me to tag along!” 


“That sounds like fun!” said Freya, barging in the conversation. 


Taking back the phone, Anna said “We’ll be right there. Save some songs for Freya and me, and 
pass the message we’ll take some quiet room to talk to the heroes we want in on this. See you, 


annoying girl.” 
“Bye-bye!” With that, Toga had cut the call. 


A short cab ride later, Anna, Freya and their friend had made it. In his powered up form, the hero 
Fatgum was an absolute unit, so the gym, which included two basketball courts, weights, machines 
and a boxing ring, was upscaled slightly to fit his thickness. 


And in a gym where Fatgum and his sidekicks could freely train, a lot of young heroes could party. 
“These kids are always partying, screwing or training, holy shit.” Anna said, a bit annoyed. 


“Hero life is dangerous, stressful. We need to unwind. And show off that we dance good!” said 
Freya, kissing Anna in the cheek playfully. 


“That makes sense. We’re gonna show them who’s boss on that dance floor after we tell them?” 
Her smile lit Anna’s face on fire with sheer cuteness “Why not right now?” 
“How about you, Fleece? You like parties?” 


“T’m the life of them!” The Greek hero smirked mischievously, it seemed that she had been ready 
all along with a flashy dress, while Anna and Freya were dressed casually. 


They knocked on the door and were greeted by an amiable looking guy, tall and stocky, who was 
carrying a birthday cake that would have put professional bakeries to shame. “Hello! You’re those 
spy people, Midoriya’s friends?” 


“Yeah” was Anna’s answer as she looked at the cake, completely enthralled by it “Freya...would 
you still like me if I ate this entire cake in front of you?” 


Just as focused on the pastry, she replied “Only if you got me one too...” 
“Errr, ladies? I made like ten of these, the catering table is by the drinks.” 


“You are now my favourite Japanese hero, pal. Join the secret meeting in a while in the Pilates 
room” she said, her speech matter of fact. 


(7? 


“Okay, I’m Satou, or Sugar Rush 
“Nice to meet you!” said Freya as she shook the large kid’s hand. 


Moving on, they saw Midoriya with a few of his friends, arm wrestling with a blond guy while 
Toga and a red-haired guy cheered them on. Even at this distance, Anna could see the guy’s black 
roots through the hair dye, looking like a person who had stopped changing his hair colour 
recently. 


On the dance floor they saw the other heroes of the “World War No”, Mina Ashido and Hitoshi 
Shinsou, dancing quite well together. “Freya, go ahead and challenge those two and whoever wants 
to a dance off. P’ll go spread the word.” 


“And I...I will gather a team of dancers and leave you in the dust!” said Golden Fleece, before 
going about to mingle. 


“See you!” said Freya as she made her way to the dancefloor, which occupied an entire basketball 
court and had the DJ in the back, a goth-looking girl with purple hair, who seemed to be hearing 
the funniest story ever from a blond guy next to her. 


Anna moved to meet Midoriya, Toga and some of the others she wanted to tell the news to, but 
waited for them to at least finish their arm wrestling match before she interrupted. The moment 
Midoriya won, she approached Toga, who said “Hold up, they are still tied! 10 to 10!” 


“How long have they been at it?” 
“Like an hour!” 


Raising her voice, Anna said “You four, Pll see you in a bit in the Pilates room, it looks quiet, got 
some info. And...good to see you all.” 


She let them go back to their stuff and circled around to the DJ girl, quickly requested a song and 
moved in to meet Freya. Giving the DJ a thumbs up, Anna took Freya’s hands “Ready to make 
those months of couples dance classes shine, babe?” 


“T always am!” 


Shooting a glance at Ashido and Shinsou, who were dancing pretty well, Freya and Anna started. 
It was flashy, and the kind of showing off Anna didn’t always enjoy...but damn, it was fun! 


As they duelled, happy laughter erupted both from Freya and Ashido, seemingly trying to defeat 
each other in a contest of who would be most charming. Anna of course would have chosen 
Freya... 


And then the music changed, and an arm started flying up in the air, independent of its body, with a 
length of woollen cloth held on the hand, woven in a similar way to those of silks for aerial 
dancing. The arm tied the cloth around a hook and pulled on an end, on the ground, Golden Fleece 
and the arm’s owner, Setsuna Tokage, used the cloth to lift up an invisible girl. 


“Watch this!” said the invisible girl, suddenly refracting the party lights like the most intense disco 
ball ever. 


“Tooru!” said Ashido, excitedly, while another blond kid said “Sacre bleu’. 


While the invisible girl danced above, below, Golden Fleece and Tokage started an impromptu 
routine, while a guy in a headband awkwardly tried to follow. 


“Freya, this is getting too bizarre...let’s tell the kids the mission, ok?” 


A few minutes later, when the absolutely unexpected spectacle was over, Anna gathered 
Midoriya’s team, plus Toga, the cake guy, Golden Fleece’s friends from class B, Shinsou and 
Mina, and a few of Bakugou’s friends in the room where Fatgum presumably trained his flexibility 
with aerobics. 


“So here’s the story, guys; almost a year ago, Midoriya and Toga took down a US official, and we 
found out about a vague threat to the world, called The Elders. So far we know extremely little, but 
recently we found a clue about what exactly is going on. A little town in Boston, some info not 
checking out at all. I think I get now what that woman was so scared of, at least an idea. Now, you 
are some of the finest heroes around, and you have earned my trust, and my boss agrees with me, 
so I'd like you to be our response team, when we find the truth. The Agency will keep 
investigating, you can keep doing your regular hero stuff.” 


“But when The Elders show themselves, we will face them together.” 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, thank you so so much for reading, reviewing and commenting! Thanks 
guys, I'll see you around! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


